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steal these stories 


A little girl grows up on the 
Mississippi coast as she deals with 
her alcoholic mother and raises her 
four younger siblings herself. She 
climbs out of poverty and explores 
life on the Gulf Coast pre-Hurricane 
Katrina. Themes include importance 
of family, coming of age, and the 
search for happiness. 


Ant-eater-looking-thing builds a 
spaceship and discovers a race of 
gerbils on Enceladus, builds an 
alliance with them and converts 
them to National Socialism. Ant- 
eater-looking-thing-space-gerbil 
alliance then conquers the galaxy in 
the name of Hitler-Vishnu§ and 
brings about a million-year utopia 
ruled by wise and just psychic Nazi 
robots. 


Guy goes on an image board and 
projects his insecurity and state on 
others. Particularly, the conflict 
between achieving his dream as a 
writer and his lack of commitment to 
becoming one. 


Woman learns to remember her past 
lives and continues to reincarnate 
meanwhile writing a generational 
novel about fig trees or something. 


In the late 2300s, an intelligence 
officer is tasked with investigating 
a cult that's beginning to pop up, its 
members’ primarily being space 
mariners and armed forces 
members. The confederation most of 
the solar system is under is 
incredibly byzantine, meaning the 
officer is forced to be incredibly 
delicate with his investigation. At 
some point he realizes the cult’s 
members all had similar pseudo- 
religious dreams upon re-entry 
(their leader specifically had this 
experience during a plunge into 
Jupiter’s atmosphere). While 
everyone is led to believe the entire 
thing was a front by insurgents in 
the asteroid belt to destabilize the 
confederation the officer begins 
having pseudo-religious dreams 
after landing on earth for the first 
time. 


Jewish apocalyptic prophet gets 
hunted down by roman centurion for 
escaping a death sentence by 
Sanhedrin; his prophecy consists of 
God controlling society through 
media and the second coming being 
an Al computer structure 


Blood Meridian but with dogs and 
cats that talk and shoot and stuff. 


Neolo-gist  P\/$ 


coined / 


Multiliminal: | mul-ti:lim-in-al | mol-tili-ma-n?! 
1 (adjective): The vertigo or disorientation 
experienced when undergoing extreme 


transcendental or philosophical epiphany. 


Quemb - | kwem | \ kwom \ 


1 (noun): A permanently flooded basement, 
cellar, or underground area. 

"Ol Ma she was buried but the broke-open 
quemb took her to the River Tennessee." 


Jabber | ja‘ber \ ja-bar \ 
1 (noun): Any individual who has taken, or who 
is enthusiastic or supportive about taking the 
Covid-19 vaccine. 


Phobophile | \ “fo-bé-'fi(-a)I \ 


1 (noun): a person who actively and aggressively 


criticizes and disparages something or someone 
(such as a celebrity or public figure). 


Does god 
Know where 
God came from? 


Can god 
Please mow 
My front lawn? 


sossbi Abou: 


*" As the soul seeks rest 
I seek the nearest 
Restroom 


I search for one, lest 
I arrive upon 
My doom 


Sky god © 
You Sly god 
Where’d you find the dough to bake that pie god? 


I'm glad 
Youre sad 
Hope that’s enough to make you feel bad god 
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2 MT THE NOODLE 
Tope MOUSE ON THE 
SEDGE OF FOREVER 


THE NOODLE HOUSE 


on the edge of forever is where you eat when you are all alone. The sporks shatter on impact, 
the ice is warm, and the check never comes. When you are burnt out, hungry, jet-lagged, 
anxious, and just want some hot food, they have a table waiting for you. A parking space so 
good you'd think you were crippled. You grab your coat to go in and realize that you had the 
emergency brake on since you left the airport. You need to eat something before that 1:00PM 
meeting because God knows the plant manager is going to make you wretch. So, you sit 
there, at the counter, by yourself, stirring your warm ice water watching the bits of ice 
disappear, and remembering fragments of movies, comics, books, video games, and other 
entertaining time burners. You look over your shoulder maybe just in time to catch a glimpse 
of someone from your imagination walking in. 


Gordon arrived silent and breathless in the doorway. He stood there a moment before 
walking in. He was compelled to stop in and see the others even if he had nothing to say. 
Phil sat with his back to the wall drinking coffee and shaking with anxiety. His hair was 
turning white and a pink light was shining in his eyes. He was having trouble trying to decide 
if things were falling apart or if his career was picking up. He kept looking at his life from 
different angles and seeing different results. Next to Phil was Steve. He was getting older but 
still looked young. There weren’t many pictures of Steve and if someone did recognize him in 
public, they were always struck by how he “looks just like that one picture!” Unlike Phil the 
more angles he looked through life the more he saw everything the same. He wasn’t 
concerned why he was there and mostly focused on his sketch pad. Steve gave a look to 
Gordon, categorized him, took a sip of coffee, and resumed his drawing. David sat at the 
edge of the booth. He looked excited to see Gordon joining their party. He took a long drag 
of his cigarette and slowly let the smoke out. White steamy clouds flowed from his deeply 
wrinkled mouth as he lifted his mug for another gulp of black coffee. He talked with loud 
thoughts. 


“Gentlemen, gentlemen, we are on to something great.” 
His hand twitched to the accents and his creviced face was all smiles. 
“This is what we have been searching for. This is the big fish!” 


Phil and Steve’s eyes looked at David. Gordon methodically clicked his boots and sat down 
with the three. His heavy protective suit tested the strength of the booth. The other men 
were unfazed by how the cushions reacted to the new weight. 


“The big fish he says!” An excited Phil joined the talk. 


“He says this is what we have been searching for, but how does he know that? This thing that 
has put us all here, that has fathomed us to existence into this strange place certainly isn’t 
what | have been searching for!” David cut him off. 


“Gentlemen, we have gone deep and now the big fish is ours!” 
Phil turned to Steve hoping to gain an ally. 


“He says it again! How does he know this? How do we know he isn’t the fish that has us 

snared in this experiment? The clerk told me. The young man at the grocery store while 
bagging my food for the week he told me. He told me how much he liked my work and 
asked what | would release next. | told him | would have to see if | could afford another novel 
or would have to find some other work.” 


Steve listened and carefully held his pencil waiting for a break to resume his drawing. 
Gordon was perfectly still. His hands out of sight, but his overall presence was powerful. He 
was a stranger to them, even though the men had an influence on his existence. Phil 
continued. 


“He asked me, this clerk, how much | made off my recent critically acclaimed work and | told 
him because he seemed to be an earnest fan. Do you know what he told me?” 
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Phil’s wicked eyes moved to each of the party. They were all 
curious. 


“He told me that he made more in 6 months than what | made 
from the advance and the book sales combined! 2 years | poured 
my life into that work! New York City editors spent hours on the 
phone with me revising drafts and critiquing my character 
development. Awards were bestowed upon me that were highly 
sought by my peers!” 


He looked deeply at the faces around him. He wasn’t sure they 
were familiar with the book he was referring to. If they were, 
then hopefully they agreed it was deserving of the accolades. If 
they weren't, then well hoped they thought he was honest and 
not just paranoid. 


Steve looked at him calmly and declared. 


“| create because it is what | do. | don’t do anything else. I’m not 
a business man, but | have my beliefs. | will not deviate from the 
truth; to do so would be evil.” 


He was clear and absolute. He could have had billions of dollars 
if he wanted to. He could have been the biggest name out of all 
of them. He had the talent for sure, but he didn’t want what 
came with it. He wasn’t a celebrity and like he said, he wasn't a 
business man. 


Phil’s face radiated pink. He was irritated at Steve, but he knew 
he had no retort. Steve looked back at him with black eyes and 
white skin. He sipped his coffee and resumed his drawing. There 
was silence and after two minutes David cried. 


“The big fish!” 
A column of exhaust rose over his greasy hair. 
“Yes gentlemen this is it. | tell you it is” 


Phil at his wits end, slapped a hand on the table and silenced 
David. Then sternly declared. 


“Big fish? You fool! | have a big fish for you” 


Phil smoothed back his hair and straightened his shirt. He wore 
a spot stained undershirt with light brown armpit semicircles. 
He truly was poorer than the local bag boy. He shook off the pink 
light, focused his anguished eyes onto the tiled floor, and began 
his story. 


“Let me tell you all about a strange world that no human has 
ever seen and a creature just as strange. The sky was not 
dominated by a single ball of light millions of miles away, but by 
an uncountable number of clusters of fissionable material that 
would spontaneously decay and burst forth their immense 
energies. These bundles of decaying particles gathered in the 
upper atmosphere and were the perpetual light source for the 
planet. It was before the time of my imagination when the 
original sun finally passed on through super nova and left its 
remnants in the path of one of its gaseous children. Then after 
an even greater time period the once massive planet dissipated 
and attracted new matter to its surface from its siblings. It is 
from this childhood of abandonment and development in the 
face of adversity did this world become the home of Mr. Haynes.” 


As Phil talked, he didn’t look at his audience. With great 
concentration he kept his eyes focused on the tiles with 
minimum muscular vibration. Steve had started a new page and 
attempting to sketch the planet being described. David was 
overjoyed and silent with Phil and his “big fish”. Gordon was 
silent and still. 


“Deep on the surface where neutrons could still bombard and 
where the gravity kept you from completely losing touch, lived 
Mr. Haynes. He was the only life form on the entire planet and 
was incapable of being confused or hurt or distraught by this 
fact or any other. The surface of the planet was covered in small, 
but extremely heavy stones. Despite their weight they were 
often subject to the atomic winds caused by the sky and could 
ripple and roll across the surface of the planet. From this process 
they would break away in small increments and become almost 
perfectly spherical. However, the closer to a perfect sphere they 
became the faster they moved and the harder they would collide 
with other stones, break apart, and become jagged again. There 
was no vegetation or lakes or mountains on the planet Mr. 
Haynes lived on. He never needed to eat and would only grow 
tired when the atomic bursts would slow down. When they 
slowed down he would grow tired and look around for a place to 
rest. When he could not find any, he would pile the stones into a 
type of bed and lay down. Then when the energy from the sky 
began to re-energize him he would awake. At the same time the 
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atomic winds would blow apart his stone bed and he would 
continue wandering his planet. This was the cycle of Mr. Haynes 
existence.” 


Phil licked his lips. He drank a handful of coffee, licked his lips 
again, and resumed the story before the audience could break 
from their trance. They were enthralled. 


“He possessed no eyes or ears in the familiar sense, but instead 
his entire ‘head’ was a receiver of sensory information in the 
shape of a calloused stump. He could feel the wind and bits of 
dust circle him. He could hear the cascading waves of stones 
and the shifting sound they made as he walked. He could feel 
the heat come down from the sky, but he could not see the 
flashes of visible light that were also being generated. He could 
however see the ultraviolet, x-ray, and gamma radiation that 
bathed his planet. His feet were broad and concave. This gave 
him a good footing as he trekked across the stone covered 
planet. He had no hands but rather wide thick arms that were 
almost like wings which he could protect himself with when the 
tide of stone became harmful. His brain was of little use beyond 
the usual cycles and was located throughout his entire body. It 
didn’t make up a disproportionate amount of his body because 
of this, but was simply spread out but still connected. It told him 
only basic information with minimal senses of joy. He knew he 
was Mr. Haynes, but he didn’t know what that meant. He knew 
he had feet and feet were used for walking. His arms he knew 
were arms. He knew when he was tired. He didn’t know what a 
bed was, but he knew it felt better to lay in one than to not; even 
if that bed was made of stone. When he would wake from a 
heavy shower of radiation he always felt refreshed. He was 
reminded that he was Mr. Haynes and that he should keep 
walking. And when he felt tired he didn’t feel sad only the need 
to rest.” 


The “big fish” shook its body. 


“Mr. Haynes wandered with little memory and no sense of 
direction until the fissionable material his planet orbited 
through dissipated into the universe. When that time arrived he 
laid down in his stone bed and never rose again.” 

Phil let out a sigh. He finished his coffee and for the first time 
that evening he was relaxed. David clapped his hands slowly and 
thoughtfully. From his cancerous haze he began to speak. 

“Let me tell you all about the time Jason Mueller killed his 
brother-in-law. He shot him one night right in the chest with a 
.38 Walther his father had brought back from West Germany. His 
father collected guns and brought back several after being 
stationed in Berlin for four years. He had the Luger, the P-38, the 
K98 with the matching serial numbers, and he even picked up a 
few Soviet beauties when he was over there. At one time he even 
had an old Pollack come by the base with a rusted up StG 44 
wrapped in newspaper and screaming of history. Jason’s father 
knew enough that evil should be left alone in the black corners 
of history and to cherish peace in the present. However, even in 
the present we walk with shadows.” 


David’s voice was a getting dry. He clenched his teeth and 
engulfed more black elixir. Steve had the guns drawn on his 
paper and patiently awaited the oncoming details. Phil 
nervously awaited the details behind the murder. Gordon was 
silent. 


“Jason pointed the Walther at close range at his brother-in-law’s 
chest and fired. He could hear the sternum fragments click and 
grind in the aftermath. His brother-in-law looked back with 
confused eyes and asked ‘Why?’ Jason thought the ‘Why?’ was 
self-evident. What needed to be expressed was the ‘What?’ and 
he did. 


‘This is how it ends. This is all you get’. 


He got even closer this time. He was so close his vision was 
flooded with his target. His nostrils became filled with burnt 
powder and blood vapor. This time he pushed the barrel right up 
to his brother-in-law’s chest, nearly stabbing him, and fired 
another round.” 


Suddenly Gordon interrupted the story by pulling out a nickel- 
plated full-size Colt Python from his protective suit. Everyone 
stopped. He released the cylinder, spun it, and pushed it back. 
The story of pointless violence aroused a deep part of him. It was 
the part of him that had learned to survive against greed and 
repugnant human curiosity. He could never speak of the 
nightmares that had become gods, but he could exhibit the 
means to destroy them. The other men looked with professional 
amazement what their silent compatriot wielded. The group 
watched in silence as Gordon surveyed the room through the 
sights of his revolver. Phil had beads of sweat forming in his 
wrinkled forehead. Steve tried to ignore the threat but, his eyes 
kept darting from Gordon to his sketch pad. A panic that his 
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ideology could not reconcile was slowly overtaking him. David 
spoke up. 


“That's a nice six-shooter you got there partner. We're pretty far 
from Indian territory, you might want to put her away.” 


Gordon listened. He concealed the gun back in his protective 
suit. The atmosphere began to reclaim its normalcy. Regaining 
his concentration David continued. 


“Katie Mueller was the daughter of Jason and Christina: cute asa 
button and sweet as candy. She was only 5 years old when her 
uncle Mark planned to kidnap her. It wasn’t because Mark hated 
his sister or niece. This was just something he was going to do. 
One night Christina left the house as planned. A mother from 
Katie’s school had attempted suicide and was recovering in the 
hospital. The mother had taken a few handfuls of aspirin and 
some leftover Vicodin. It wasn’t clear why, but the other mothers 
were full of wild theories. Christina had discussed her plans to 
go to the hospital with her brother Mark that day at lunch. 


‘Jason is working late and won't be home for dinner. I'll be able 
to get Katie to bed and take off for the hospital. He’ll be home 
shortly after that it is not a big deal, but thank you for offering to 
watch her.’ 


He was just trying to make himself useful. He was the uncle after 
all. 


After lunch Christina called Jason to see how his day was going. 
The hospital visit was just another errand to run. The brief 
window when their daughter would be all alone seemed 
inconsequential. Yet, it stuck out to Jason for some reason. There 
it was, ‘I'll probably leave before you get home. Katie will be fine’ 
burrowing into his mind. ‘Katie will be fine’ Why wouldn’t she 
be? Jason pondered the strange effect this phrase was having on 
him through the day. ‘My daughter will be alone, sleeping in her 
bed, but only for a small window before | get home. No big deal, 
we've done this dozens of times. And yet..’ He thought deep 
through the streets and alleys of his mind to find an answer to 
his worry. He ambled through the typical worries that plague all 
parents but wasn’t satisfied these reasons. Daring to look 
further, he stretched his imagination into those black corners of 
thought that if you stayed too long you may never return to 
normal life. There he saw his fear and with it a remedy.” 


Steve had the characters drawn out. Jason was a solid bald man 
with thick shoulders and protective eyes. Christina was delicate 
and feminine. She had shoulder length wavy brown hair, perfect 
lips, and the concerned look only a mother could conjure. Mark 
was a little younger than Christina, and almost a generation 
younger than Jason. He had dark curly hair, a pointed nose, and 
a sharp chin. His expression revealed a life of bad luck and worse 
decisions. David smiled at the drawing and continued his story. 


“It is really easy and no one gets hurt.’ 


The two men stood in the backyard and talked in the early night. 
Burning candles and mosquitos kept them company. Back in the 
house the women cleaned the dishes and put away the leftovers. 
It had been a picturesque evening. Mark had brought over his 
new girlfriend for a barbeque. Jason and Christina had spent the 
afternoon cleaning the backyard and preparing for the event. 
The grill had fresh charcoal loaded, the patio was free of debris, 
hamburgers were pressed into form, and potato salad was 
prepared. Mark’s new girlfriend worked in the shoe department 
of the same chain store as Mark. Jason could see the same 
pattern forming he had seen with Mark’s two previous 
girlfriends. Christina was more optimistic. 


Now the pleasantries had concluded. The men now stood alone 
together. 


‘How often do you do this?’ Jason asked. 


‘Usually every 4 years. | spend a little time looking around, then 
just grab the kid, and leave a note. The parents get the money 
fast and as long as you give the kid candy and let him watch 
cartoons he doesn’t mind.’ 


Jason let these words sink in. Mark put his empty beer bottle 
down and nervously put his hands in his pocket. He knew he 
drank the last beer and yet he was trying to think of a way to ask 
for another. 


‘| don’t know why it’s considered such a harsh offense. | don’t 
hurt the kid and the families can spare the money.’ 


Jason fished for the right words that would keep Mark satisfied 
with his opinion. This conversation had gone beyond what was 
considered suitable after dinner talk. Mark was talking about a 
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world of shadows. A world he had fallen so deep into that he felt 
it appropriate to discuss with his brother-in-law. The truth of his 
character was revealed and Jason could not look away.” 


David paused. He drew in a helping of fresh air and expelled wild 
carcinogens. His audience was eager. He continued his story. 


“Mark retrieved the spare key from underneath a flower pot and 
entered through the kitchen. Katie would be almost asleep by 
now. She would be a little confused, but would fall back asleep 
with the blanket wrapped around her head and a strong hand 
over her mouth. He carefully made his way across the living 
room and saw a figure on sitting on the couch. He froze. Unsure 
of himself and fearful he stood still. His eyes adjusted to the 
darkness. Jason was on the couch. Marked stared at him and as 
his eyes continued to adjust, he could tell Jason was staring 
back.” 


The tension around the table was unbearable. 


“Never doubt the power of the family. It is truly one of the most 
incredible forces our evolutionary journey has developed for us. 
Through injustice and tragedy, family moves mankind into new 
frontiers. 


Christina cried until she physically couldn't. She cried with a 
hysterical joy for how much she loved her husband. She coughed 
and convulsed. Her love was higher than any previous 
assessment of what her love for her husband could have been. 
This overwhelmed her. She did as her husband asked and 
shredded her brother’s clothes with the bright orange utility 
knife they kept in the clutter drawer in the kitchen. In the 
garage she could hear Jason talking to their daughter. 


‘Now sweetheart you can stay up late only if you promise to help 
daddy, okay? Put your goggles on, that’s a good girl. You don’t 
want to get this powder in your eyes. It burns like fire. Good job, 
that’s right just like making a big sugar cookie. Now we aren't 
going to eat this sugar cookie are we angel? No, it’s too big for us 
but it is just right for the earth. The earth can swallow this 
cookie whole.” 


The men stared through David’s cigarette haze. He reveled in 
their reactions. He turned to Steve. 


“Steve, | know you have story. | know you have one just for us.” 


Nervously, Steve put down his pencil and closed the cover on his 
sketch pad. He silently cleared his throat. 


“I call this one ‘Flight of the Weird’.” 


“Max Warner was a proud young business man. When he pushed 
his way to the front of the ticket line at New York’s Idlewild 
Airport the other passengers knew he was an important man. 
And in case someone didn't see his gallant march, he spoke loud 
enough for them to hear. 


‘Sir! | have a ticket reservation for a direct flight for the Eastern 
lowa Airport outside of Davenport. First class!’ 


The attendant looked through the reservation list. 
‘And your name sir?’ 


‘My name? Max Warner! How many times must my company put 
me on your crummy airline before you know who | am? Why this 
is my third trip this month to that dingy airstrip.’ 


Max drew a cigarette from his jacket pocket and began to smoke 
heavily. The others in line looked on in contempt. At last the 
attendant produced Max’s ticket and placed it on the counter. 
Before anything could be said Max had slammed his hand on the 
counter and stormed off towards his gate. Just as he turned, he 
nearly collided with a small elderly man. Max’s sharp young 
reflexes jolted him from the man and he continued in his quick 
pace. 

At the gate Max made sure he was the first one on board. He 
quickly took his seat and started a fresh cigarette. He looked 
through papers from his briefcase. He read them quickly, 
memorized key information, and re-read them even faster than 
before. He shuffled his papers, looked up, became enraged at 
how slowly the plane was filling up. 


“Stewardess!” 


A young blonde woman in a red uniform turned her attention to 
Max. 


“How much longer will we be boarding? My ticket says we will 
depart at 8:15 AM and it is nearly 8:00. Can’t you speed this up?” 
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“I'm sorry sir; people are boarding as quickly as they can. Would 
you like a cup of coffee?” 


“No, | would not like a cup of coffee. | would like to be in the air!” 
Frustrated the stewardess turned her attention to other 
passengers. Max was red with frustration. He leaned across the 
aisle to who he presumed was an equally angered passenger 
eager to fly. 


“Can you believe how they treat us? These tickets aren’t cheap, 
but they know men like us have to travel to do our jobs and they 
can treat us like rubbish.” 


The other passenger was noticeably older than Max. The sides of 
his hair were grey and what was on top was thinning. Behind 
gold framed glasses, he passed an indifferent look towards Max, 
and then resumed reading his newspaper. 


“Armph!” exclaimed Max. 


He sank back in his seat and lit another cigarette. He watched 
the other passengers slowly take their seats. His frustration grew 
with every occupied seat. His eyes flicked towards his 
wristwatch as time approached the predesignated take-off time. 
Then as the plane looked nearly full and the stewardess’s hands 
were on the latch to close the door, a faint voice cried out. 


“Wait! I’m still coming.” 


If Max hadn’t been sitting in first class he wouldn't have heard it, 
but there was one last passenger. He clutched his work papers in 
his hands in fury. His tight fists crumpled his precious 
documents and he gritted his teeth. 


The stewardess reached her hand out the door and carefully 
escorted a frail old man. It was in fact the same old man that 
Max had nearly knocked over at the start of his morning in the 
airport. Max did not recognize him and now saw him only as an 
obstruction between him and his work that had to be 
completed. 


‘Put him in steerage.’ Max thought to himself. 


‘What a wretch of a man. How can they let someone who can 
barely walk travel on such an expensive airplane?’ 


The old man and the stewardess stood before Max. He was 
completely bald and his scalp was peppered in liver spots. His 
eyebrows and ears were rich in wild white hair. His eyes were 
tiny black slits. He wore an out of fashion three piece green suit 
with a large yellow handkerchief sticking out from his front 
pocket and a wide floppy purple bow tie. He carried only his 
ticket. The stewardess with a bright smile looked down at the 
ticket, looked up, smiled at Max, and announced. 


‘Mr. Katz your seat is right here up front. Please let me know if 
there is anything | can do to make your flight more comfortable.’ 


The old man’s eyes glistened. 


‘Thank you dear. I’m so excited to be on this airplane. | haven't 
flown in so many years | have forgotten what it is like.’ 


He joyfully smiled a nearly toothless smile. 


Max was outraged. He couldn’t believe that the flight was being 
held up for such an ancient specimen. This forgotten speck of 
dust had no place in the modern world. To add insult to injury, 
he would have to spend the 3 hour flight holed up next to this 
bizarre character. He looked out the window and contained his 
indignation. 


It wasn’t long after take-off that Max fell asleep. The old man 
stayed awake and sat happily in his seat. Sometime later Max 
awoke. He rubbed eyes and the pleasantries of sleep 
disappeared when he saw the old man next to him. The old man 
had a letter in his hand and he was looking over it with delight. 
Max was surprised such an urchin could remember how to read. 
He carefully peered over to see what the letter contained. With 
one focused glance Max made out the letterhead and it read: 


“The Global University of Supernatural Ministry” 
The words bubbled in Max’s mind. 


‘Supernatural ministry? Global university? What a bunch of 
hogwash! Surely this man has spent his last pennies to venture 
out to this so-called university for some type of miracle cure. It 
really is sad how so many people are not as smart or quick 
witted as myself.’ 


‘What is this ‘Supernatural Ministry’?’ 


VANVANVANVANVANVA NVA VAS 74 SVAN VAN VAN VAN VAN NVA 


NAN NVANVANVAN VANVAN ZAIN VAN VAN VAN VAN VAN VAN VAIN 


Max’s sharp narrow finger jabbed the old man’s letter almost 
freeing it from his feeble hands. The old man was shocked at 
such sudden rudeness. Before he could answer Max continued 
his attack. 


‘What kind of fool are you? You don’t believe these non-scientific 
charlatans do you?’ 


Max paused wanting hear the old man’s thoughts in order to 
better ridicule him. 


dina 
The old man carefully formed his words. 


‘I'm the guest of honor. The global university is hosting me for 
their centennial celebration. | have been studying and 
practicing-’ 


Max’s face had twisted its self into a mask of disgust. He shot 
back. 


‘Practicing? Practicing what? How to trick people out of their 
hard earned money with a bunch of parlor tricks? You fraud! 
How dare you make a career out of lying and deceiving people! 
Untestable and non-repeatable claims are things that need to 
left in the pages of myth and have no place-’ 


Before Max could further articulate his criticisms to the old man 
the plane jolted suddenly. Then it pulled hard to the right and 
then up again on a strong hard upswing. There was an 
announcement from the captain. 


‘Ladies and gentlemen, we are experiencing some turbulence as 
we make our final approach into the Eastern lowa Regional 
Airport. Please remain seated with your seat buckles fastened.’ 
The radio cut out and the plane began to shake violently. Strong 
gusts of wind were forcing the plane to worm back and forth. 
Max looked out his window and could see the Mississippi river 
getting larger and larger beneath the plane. He could see the 
runway getting closer, but still the plane was erratic. Great fear 
began to fill inside of Max. His heart thrashed in his chest. Sweat 
was pouring down his forehead and his nails dug into the 
armrests. He could feel his whole life coming to an end with one 
final shake of the plane. He gazed at the river and its black 
torrents that would soon swallow him and the other passengers. 
The cold hand of death was growing closer and closer with each 
sudden and erratic bounce of the plane. 


He closed his eyes and tried to think of something peaceful but 
all he could conjure were memories of his rotten life and how 
mean he had been to everyone. Max was going to die un- 
mourned and unloved. He looked at the old man next to him, 
the very man not long ago he was cruel to just because he could. 
The old man had his index fingers on his temples and his small 
fingers pointed upward. His eyes were closed and his lips were 
moving with the most careful steps as he spoke to himself. Max 
could not believe his eyes. Nearly everyone on the plane was 
facing certain death. Women were crying out for their husbands, 
children crying for their mothers, men trying to contain their 
fear, and this old man was in some kind of ritualistic trance. A 
rough jostling of the plane began and a metallic tearing sound 
caused many of the passengers to scream louder. The old man 
squinted his eyes tight and bit his lips close. His fingers rubbed 
his temples in an excited motion. Then the tearing sound 
stopped. The turbulence ceased and the plane was flying 
smooth again. The passengers looked at each other in disbelief. 
And suddenly the plane was on the runway with a gentle bump. 
Max couldn’t believe his luck. How close he had felt to it all 
ending and now he was going to be fine. 


‘Those crumb bums at the main office better double my salary if 
they want me to make any more trips out here. No triple it!’ 


Max thought to himself as he lit a cigarette. When the door of 
the plane was opened Max pushed pass the old man and 
knocked him over. When he saw what he had done Max only 
looked down and said, 

‘Get out of the way you old fool! There is no room for the slow 
and old in today’s world!" 


The old man glared up at Max. His small black eyes sent a bolt of 
fear into Max who quickly ran away. 


Max was quick to forget his cruelties and made his way into the 
airport. He swiftly claimed his bag and found a taxi to take him 
to his hotel. As the driver loaded the cab Max caught sight of the 
old man. He was standing near the airport exit and his eyes were 
focused on Max. His fingers were on his temples and his lips 
were moving. 


‘Driver! | don’t have all day!’ 
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Max slammed his door and nervously crouched low in the back seat of the cab. Still from the side view mirrors he could see the old man in 
his targeted stare at Max’s cab. 


The cab sped away and made its way along the great Mississippi river. The old man was quickly out of sight, but Max could not shake the 
fear that had been transmitted into him. The cab moved faster and faster through traffic. It flew past the Davenport exit without even 
hinting of slowing down. 


‘Driver! | said ‘Davenport’! What are you doing?’ 


The highway transitioned away from its sleek modern design to the simple country road it was not that long ago. There were farms and 
wide open pastures all around them now. 


‘Slow down! Where are you taking me?’ Driver?’ 


Max reached out and clutched the driver’s shoulder. The driver's head rolled back and revealed a decaying skull of a face with shreds of 
putrid brown skin and sunken bloody pits for eyes. Max shrieked with all his soul and body. His mind ripped in two at the impossibility that 
he was seeing. The car veered off the road by skeleton hands as the rotten skull started back at him. Max screamed louder and louder at 
the insane horror that was happening before him. The car tore through a cornfield, hard and fast up an embankment, and then became 
airborne like some kind of carnival act as it made a final launch above and then crashed into the great river.” 


Steve told the story with an incredible pace. The audience was all leaning forward and excited with each line. With the conclusion, the 
men looked at each other and nodded in agreement. 


Then from the same doorway that Gordon came through, came Scott. He was the reason behind this. He was the stimulus that finally 
organized these discrete pieces for this important gathering. He was plain looking and carried a fresh pot of coffee. He refilled everyone’s 
mug, poured one for himself, and sat down at the booth next to Gordon. He let everyone relax and enjoy a sip or two before starting. 


“There is a mass hallucination being pushed on all of us. The world in our eyes, the movie in our heads is being controlled and manipulated 
by outside forces. These forces know our minds, our biology, and our very molecular chemistry to make the hallucination reality. You men 
have known this and feel this in your blood. Everyday more people indulge in the hallucination they mistake for reality. Everyday people 
become more protective of the hallucination. They suffer for it and rejoice only when it allows them to be happy.” 


The men nodded and knew Scott’s truth. They knew it their whole lives, but never knew how to say it. 

“And they have unlocked the mechanics of our souls and can articulate their control like never before. They can give us immeasurable 
pleasure in exchange for total domination. While these words may seem grim, from understanding the truth there is hope. There is a man 
who knows the rules because he wrote them. He knows it is all a show because he is the one producing it. This is the Master Persuader.” 

All of the men let a careful smile form on their faces. 


“The other forces hate him because he pulls back the curtain and tells the world the rules are just make-believe. The game is ending. It is a 
crooked game and people aren't going to play with make-believe rules.” 


And let me tell you something dear reader. The prophets are real. They’re all around us revealing secrets of the hallucination and guiding 
our path. They tell us about real love and the continuous struggle that it is, they wait patiently with the pair of black Dickey’s work pants 
you've always needed, and sometimes they look you right in the eye and tell you the truth. 


“This is your world and we're just living in it” 


VANVANVANVANVANVA NVA VAS 74 SVAN VAN VAN VAN VAN SVAN 
NAN NVANVANVAN VAN VAN INVA NAN VAN VAN VAN VAN VAIN 


Curated pages of Al art for your viewing pleasure 
(this title exempt from GPTs tyranny) 


Or: Guess how much of this magazine is human-made 


eRNTM 


Be 


B3 


THE DOCKS CLOSED 


The door is closed. 

The curtains are drawn. 

There is no light, except for the reflected rays of the moon that penetrate the 
curtains barrier. 

I sit on the bed, a darkened form, bent over like a cripple. I am clutching my 
stomach. I suspect I am going to die. I've suspected this for a while, I think. 

I'm not sure, of what I don't know. There is just an overwhelming feeling of 
doubt, a malaise. The darkness is not the only thing enveloping the room. 
Sometimes, I dream of escaping. Escaping everything. I imagine I will dissipate in 
a burst of energy, leaving no trace that I was ever here, as I fade away into the 
background. Not even dust will be left. 

For a while now, I've had this idea that I can escape my body through the mouth. 
The scream is the body escaping via the mouth, an intensity of becoming, or 
something like that. Through this I believe that I will affirm all that's is life, the 
great flux. My stomach pain, the darkness's, isolation and hurt will be affirmed 
into joy in a great burst of energy. 

I've decided to do it, I've decided to scream. I'm now standing by the bed. I open 
the curtains, letting the moonlight in. I open my mouth. 

I scream. 


I put all my energy into it. My eyes are closed, my mouth hurts with how wide I 


have opened it. I believe it is wide enough for an arm to reach out, for my organs 


to fly out, enough to escape. 

But the only thing that escapes is spittle and saliva, and some blood from my raw 
gums. 

I see my reflection in the mirror. I am ugly. I feel ashamed. I draw the curtains. I 
go to the bed to sit in shame. 

Nauseous. I feel nauseous from shame. Or is it the pain from my stomach? It is 
still there, throbbing, a reminder of the frailty, the limits of my body. 

The door is still closed and the curtains are drawn, no light... stomach pain... I 


suspect I am going to die. I've suspected this for a while, I think. 
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Preface. 


I always read the preface to a book, taking it to be, so to speak, a go-between the author and myself ; the 
writer having somewhat to say in his preface which concerns the book but which he cannot express in its 
pages. There might he a pleasing volume put together consisting of a collection of prefaces; though on second 
thought I see Iam wrong, that such a selection would be but deadly lively, for a good preface should form an 
intrinsic part of the work to which it is prefixed and therefore should not be torn therefrom; if it be a bad 
preface the less we see of it the better we shall be pleased. 


In a preface the author of a volume, however stately and sedate it may be, feels himself at liberty to talk to his 
reader casually and in confidence. I love those fine crusted old prefaces, in which the author addressed 
himself to the "gentle reader," the "kind reader," the ‘learned reader," the "indulgent reader" and others. Those 
prefaces which while hespeaking the goodwill of the public not seldom contrived to insinuate that the public 
would be an ass if it did not perceive the merits of the great work now placed before it. In fact the art of 
preface writing seems to be in a decline, chiefly by reason of the authors being aware that folk to-day are in 
too great a hurry—even over their books—to devote any time or attention to a mere preface. 


But a preface is useful, as I have said, as a go-between the author and the reader, gentle or otherwise; in it the 
nervous author can forestall criticism by abusing himself, by acknowledging that he is a miserable sinner and 
by hinting that the reader could, an he would, have written a far finer book himself: But, chiefly to my mind, 
a preface is to be used for the explaining the purposes of the work to which it is attached, and it is for this that 
I have written a preface to these papers. They first saw the light in the pages of "The Academy and 
Literature," from which by kind permission they are reprinted, and are simply the book-talk of a book lover, 
that and nothing more. I venture to send them out into the world in collected form, encouraged by the many 
[friendly and kindly letters I have received from fellow book-lovers during the appearance of the papers in the 
journal above mentioned. I would only say to my readers: be kind to a fellow book-lover who means you no 
ill. 

E.G. O. 


| 


IT is pitiable to realise that I devote about one-third of my life to sleep, bearing in mind that there are hundreds, 
thousands, hundreds of thousands of books that I would read an' I could find the time. Though the doctor bids me 
not do so, I always read at meal-times, preferring a book to any other table comrade. At breakfast I prop my 
volume up against the coffee-pot; at luncheon and at dinner I defy the club law that no book shall on any account 
be taken from the library, always having an open volume beside me. Until quite recent days I adhered to my rule 
that no unread volume should find a place upon my bookshelves. In one comer of my study there always stood a 
pile, sometimes small. sometimes large, of books awaiting qualification for room upon a shelf. But a recent small 
access of means has enabled me to purchase if not all, at any rate most of the books I desire; my spirit is weak and 
now my rule is honoured in the breach. Alas, as I look along my shelves, many volumes stare out, crying "Come, 
read me," and so will I, if time permit. Time is a tyrant. 


Room for my books, room! Space is a tyrant which you can no more expand than you can time. I do not like those 
new-fangled bookshelves, which you buy in slices and pile up. They are not genuine, somehow; they are too 
official; | could never grow fond of them as I do of my old shelves, old-fashioned shelves, which are difficult to 
adjust. Nor could I ever come to like shelves with glass fronts to keep my books clean. I'm a dirty old man, I 
confess, as regards my books, and have no house-keeperly hatred of dust. My gilt-edged volumes, which fear no 
dust, are not nearly so dear to my heart as are those whose gilt-less pages slowly grow grey as time advances; I 
love to see my old friends growing grey together with myself, the white hairs on my head and the dust upon my 
books increasing in company. 


Does not every lover of books suffer pangs from this limited space of time allotted us for our earthly reading, 
hoping that elsewhere there may be granted us leisure and and libraries unlimited? Is that a profane thought? I 
trust not, for it is one in which I daily indulge. I have tried over and over again to set down some course of reading 
which I may hope to complete if only a few more years be granted me, but always to no purpose. A reference in 
one book to the pages of another is a temptation to stray from the straight path, which I never can resist. A book- 
shop window, still more a book-shop shelf, disturbs alike my conscience and my purse. Desultory reading! Indeed 
I have been a desultory reader ever since the days when at school I appeared in the dim old class-room with my 
task unperformed. Nor do I repent of my habit, nor would I amend my way even if I could. A desultory reader 
have I been and such will I remain. 


II 


I do not know that I have ever cordially welcomed the coming of Christmas; when a child it meant to me welcome 
presents, too few, and the unwelcome advent of grown-up relations, too many in number. To the "me" of today it 
brings with it little of merriment and only too great a stirring of memories of past times and past friends. As for 
Christmas books, they have always to me borne an air of rather forced and unreal joviality; "Here," they say, "let us 
eat, drink and be merry, no matter how little appetite we may have, for it is the custom so to do. This our fathers 
have done before us, so let us follow in their footsteps." But do we know quite so much as we think we do about 
the ways of those who have gone before? I read of Elizabethan London as a picturesque country town, but I know 
that there was another side to London life and that Shakespeare's city was a sink, a "stench-pot/' an insanitary, 
unsavoury dwelling-place ; the streets ill- paved, ill-lit and ill-frequented. We hear and read too much of the 
happy side of by- gone life and see too much of the drab dreariness of the life of today. 


So with the Christmas books that are thrust beneath my nose by my bookseller, who should know better than to 
endeavour to tempt me with such pale, ineffectual sweet-meats; I cannot digest them. I read them not, so how 
can I know their taste? Perhaps I am altogether wrong, I often am; but may I not have my anti as others have their 
pro Christmas sentiment And the Christmas books of today are not as those of yesterday; I do not refer so much 
to the verbal contents as to the pictorial; Christmas literature for young folks should not be illustrated with high 
art pictures, should not contain anything approaching the "precious." For young folks? Are there now any 
Christmas stories—Christmassy stories —for the oldsters? I see none, I hope there are none; I can be merry when 
I will, not when others will me to be so; I can no more pump up smiles over forced fun than I can tears over false 
sentiment. But perhaps I grow crusty with the passing years, not mellow. 


Truly I think I will dine alone on Christmas day in my almost empty club, with the book of my choice beside me. 
What shall it be? I think maybe a volume of sensible, humorous Miss Austen. I dare not call her Jane, I could not 
have done so to her face, why should I now? How sensible she is, and what a fund of humour ever ready at her 
call! I shall dine in good company and shall laugh and be merry with the best of good comrades. Nor shall I envy 
those who sit around "groaning" boards, who bore and are bored with old jokes and savourless tales. And as for 
Christmas books, well, I shall buy just one, to send across the seas to a little niece I have never seen, whose 
childish eyes have not—I hope—been opened to the hollowness of much of the world's merriness. But, there, I— 
egomet—am an old bachelor, and perhaps had I a wife and children I should see with their eyes and see clearer. 


Il 


MY visits to the reading-room of the British Museum are variable in their frequency and in their length; it may be 
once in a month that I go in to look up some fact, which too often turns out to be a fancy; it may be that day after 
day I resort to that busy beehive of a room—to pursue a course of reading? Not at all, merely to browse at my own 
sweet will on various books on various subjects. It is the finest literary lounge in the world, save that the chairs 
might be more comfortable, the atmosphere less turbid, and that a fire is lacking. To sit beside a fire is half the art 
of reading, any way in the winter. 


What then do I read there and why do I not always browse by my own fireside or at the club ? I ask myself these 
questions, without the slightest intention of attempting the impossible task of answering them, except in so far as 
to say that I desert my usual haunts and I read what I like simply because I choose so to do. Why make my life 
dreary and dull by determining to read such-and-such subjects or such-and-such works? I do not earn my living 
by my learning—I live to read, not read to live. Life is given us for enjoyment, so I read what I believe I will enjoy. 
If I take up a work, which I am told by everyone | should read, and find it not to my taste, I lay it down. Great 
names and great books do not appeal to me: I read — what I choose to read. Why not? 


As for the frequenters of the Reading-room, what curious folk many of them are. I am often tempted to tap this or 
that one on the shoulder, asking, in a discreet whisper, "Why do you read that book? Is it for pleasure or for 
livelihood?" And I sometimes long to demand the name and nature of the woman on my right or the man upon my 
left. Why do the gentler sex burden themselves with what, I understand, are called reticules, and what are the 
contents of those mystery bags ? One old lady, I have been told, bears a famous name, lives in a garret and makes 
the reading-room her living-place, poor soul. Another laboriously copies the coloured prints from ancient tomes. 
Another sleeps all day, at any rate is always asleep when I notice her. Does she spend her nights poring over 
books and burning the midnight candle? Others are young, fresh, pretty, rays of sunshine in the dusky room. 


The men are as varied and as provocative of curiosity: blacks and pale-faces, young and old, smart and snuffy, 
casuals and regulars. I sometimes long for the magician's wand that would lay bare to me the lives of those who 
read around me, for how strange a Biographical Dictionary it would obtain me material. Perhaps some day a 
writer of genius—genius means insight—will give to the world a Biographical Dictionary of the Unknown; how far 
more illuminating it would be than any of the volumes on the shelves containing "Biographical." Autobiography 
fascinates: biography too often misleads. 


Odd volumes of ancient periodicals afford me much enjoyment; and they make me sad, too. What millions of 
words, written and once read, now lying dead; good matter much of it, full of quaint conceits, exploded beliefs, 
stories of dead people and dead places. If I were ever condemned to live alone beyond the pale, and had choice 
given of only a few books, I verily believe I would select a set of old volumes of a Magazine, the Gentleman's 
probably. Lived I to be a hundred I should not exhaust their treasures. Or would the Quarterly or the Edinburgh 
or Blackwood's suit me better? The case can never arise, so I will not worry to determine. As for the usual 
selections under such fancy circumstances—the Bible, Shakespeare, Milton, Homer, Dante, and other "best 
books"—away with them! 


Iam going up to the Reading Room today, utterly without purpose; I shall take down a volume or two from the 
open shelves; I shall fill up, perhaps, a slip or two with the names of books at which, when received, I may not 
look; I shall roam about, with careful footfall and staid demeanour, peering at those who read, conjecturing, 
wondering; I shall lunch off a shilling dejeuner at a dirty little foreign restaurant, and in the misty evening shall 
saunter to the club, filled with contentment, even though I may have read not one line. There is art and pleasure 
in pretending to read, just as some folk find the same in pretending to be virtuous. 


IV 


I read in bed—in fact there are certain books which I do not care to peruse elsewhere. Time and again, when 
sleep-hour has struck, have I scanned my shelves in doubt as to what volume I should carry to my bedroom. 
Usually I have come back to the same select few. Thackeray has named "Montaigne's Essays" and "Howell's Letters" 
as companionable bed-books; as to the latter I agree, but the former has always been a difficulty to me: I realise 
that he is charming, but for me he has no charm. Which then are my bed-books? 


Thackeray himself holds an honoured place. "The Roundabout Papers" were born for bed-reading; so were "The 
Four Georges," so too his "Letters"; no one knows how to chat so well as he did, and often has he talked me to 
sleep. For I read until my eyes will no longer keep open, until I no longer understand my author, until the words 
run one into the other; then, close the volume and extinguish the candle; no gas or electric glare for me. Lamb is 
another perfect bed-fellow; Coleridge's "Table Talk," Cowley's "Essays" and Bacon's, Shakespeare, Keats, 
FitzGerald's "Letters" and Hawthorne's; all these. Many novels too have I read in bed—Goldsmith, Fielding, Miss 
Austen, Thackeray, Dickens, Peacock, Hawthorne, Trollope, Marryat, Borrow, Carleton, Charlotte Bronte, 
Conrad, Morrison and many another. Old plays too. Above all, biographies and autobiographies, the latter more 
particularly, new and not new. 


I know no line of reason which I apply to my bed-reading, which is ruled by reason just as much as is the world— 
and no more. I read, no matter how late be the hour at which I go to rest. On the other hand, often have I betaken 
me to bed, preferring to read there to doing so in my arm-chair. In the winter of all the seasons is bed-reading 
commendable. How cosy a warm bed, a soft pillow, a glowing fire, my candle and my book. Let no man say that he 
has exhausted the pleasures of life who has not read in bed on a frosty winter night. As to women—I do not fancy 
bed-books appeal to them, at least, so I judge from the replies of the few to whom I have ventured to speak on the 
subject: women are seldom literary browsers. Once even | read right through the night, the book "The Virginians." 
The early dawn—it was summer—knocked at my window and bade me extinguish my little light, which I did, read 
on, rose at my accustomed hour, and none the worse. Probably, none the better? Certainly I had done well; had I 
slept I might have dreamt, of what who can tell ? Better a good book in the hand than a bad dream in the brain. 


It is ten o'clock! To bed! Here is my candle, here is—no, I have yet to choose my book. Which shall it be? Shelley's 
"Letters," no; de Quincey, no; Carlyle, no; Miss Edgeworth, NO; ah, "Lavengro," yes! Good night. But—not good 
night to my book; I will journey for an hour or so yet with lusty George along English lanes, or across Irish bogs, 
or up Edinburgh crags, or over Welsh hills, and then—good night for him and me. 


V 


BEFORE now I have stayed for Christmastide with an old parson in his Essex parsonage. Parson, how far better 
sounding a word than clergyman. He is a quaint soul, a widower, a lover of books and learning, an erudite 
gardener, a hard-working pastor, a "painful" preacher, to use an old-time word in the of-time fashion. His home 
at Christmas exactly fits my taste; no outrageous jollity, no forced merriment; only a wee turkey and a wee 
pudding, upon which his masterful housekeeper insists; a bottle of good wine; a seemly show of holly and 
mistletoe boughs. 


It has often been a matter of wonderment to me how my friend contrives to keep his brain from rust, living as he 
does in a mental Sahara. The nearest gentlefolk are six miles distant and unsympathetic; the neighbouring 
farmers are no company for him. His only companions are his books and most of these are more curious than 
rare. Books of gardencraft are one of his joys, ancient volumes many of them, with plates of grotesque clipped 
hedges, of fantastic landscapes, of designs for sun-dials and fountains. Literary garden-books are also his delight, 
and he knows by heart Francis Bacon's prose poem on gardens. Then, too, he has a pretty turn for Latin verse; I 
do believe he only appreciates British poets as providing raw material for hexameters and pentameters, which he 
composes and shows to no one save myself, who of Latin am no critic. 


Of novels he reads only those by Miss Austen and Thackeray, who, he always avers, should have lived 
contemporaneous and have mated. He loves their humour, but most of all he loves Thackeray's sermons, of which 
that writer preaches a many both in his stories and his essays. "Esmond" and "The Virginians" are his chiefest 
delights, his prime favourites; he cannot understand that anyone should wish otherwise than that Esmond should 
marry his dear lady, whom he declares to be the sweetest woman in all fiction, with the possible exception of 
Fielding's Amelia. Beatrix he does not favour until she becomes old and wicked, when she is, he says, so witty that 
almost she persuades him that good women are insipid. But he does not expect always to be taken literally. 


I have visited him in winter and in summer, bringing him, he tells me, all that he desires to have of London. 
Christmas in his snug parsonage affects me; he is sincerely, simply pious; we tramp out early in the misty 
morning air to church on Christmas day, and again later, the school children in the choir singing the old-world 
carols and the parson preaching an old-world sermon. Then, back along the country road to the mid-day meal in 
the cheery parlour, looking out upon the wintry garden; a blazing fire upon the hearth, a snowy cloth, old- 
fashioned silver and glass, the turkey and the pudding and the wine; afterward old-fashioned high chairs by the 
fireside and a cigar. Then chat, recollections of school and Oxford; perchance a nap. Could Christmastide be 
better spent? 


VI 


WHETHER or not the days of my youth were spent in vain reading I sometimes try to decide. I have little Latin 
and less Greek, am but a poor hand at French and of German have I none. Therefore is my reading confined to 
books written in the English tongue and does not that suffice for one little life? Had I endeavoured to become a 
Greek or Latin scholar I must needs have neglected the tongue of the land of my birth. Of the Latins and the 
Greeks I know sufficient for enjoyment, having quite a nodding acquaintance with Homer, Euripides, Plato, 
Herodotus, Aristotle, Ovid, Tacitus, Caesar—and one or two others. Of the literatures of France and Germany I 
have read much in translations and about them a deal in critical histories. What then have I lost and gained by 
this my ignorance? 


I have lost a knowledge and appreciation of the styles of various famous men of letters of the old days and of the 
present; but then my little knowledge has enabled me to understand their matter. As for those who own style 
only, I care not for them—what worth is a cloak without a body? I have gained in this that I have read more than 
most men in the literature of my own country. Humble as is my library, if so big a name is not too pompous for so 
small a collection of books, there are many volumes now on my shelves that I have not yet read and I sometimes 
ask myself if ever I shall have time so to do. Yes, I think that on the whole I may rest content with my reading 
being limited to one tongue and that tongue the noblest of them all. In what branch of literature can I not read of 
the best and highest? Poetry, fiction, history, theology, drama, philosophy, letters, criticism, biography, are there 
not of the best of all these in the English speech? And is not life only too short to read in this one tongue all that 
one would read, or even half or a quarter? Do others feel that sense of despair that enters me so often as I stand 
in a great library, and, looking around, realise how much there is that I would and should read if I had the years to 
do so? 


Was it right that I should have been left as a boy to read those books I delighted in rather than those which in the 
general opinion would have been most profitable to me? Of course the usual run of children's books were put in 
my way, Hans Andersen, "Robinson Crusoe," " The Pilgrim's Progress," "" Gulliver," and so forth, firm friends still all 
of them. What more I wanted I chose out for myself: making acquaintance as the years went by with Reade, 
Thackeray, Byron, Shakespeare, Addison, Pope, many others, most of them still friends or acquaintances. At 
school my teachers worked their hardest to make me dislike Gray, Macaulay, Shakespeare, Coleridge, and some 
others, but luckily I loved them for themselves, and no amount of lesson-work could render them distasteful. For 
good or ill I sought out my friends for myself, have kept and loved them, and have gained good from them. Am I 
singular in all this? I doubt if any one of us all is singular in anything; we are all so dismally similar. Similar in our 
good ways and our bad ways. 
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A Letter to the Homeowner Who's Dog Bit Me on the Back of 
the Leg (non-fiction as fiction) 


Monday 3oth April 


we ley conceyy, 


This aplerncen ag I wap walking douw your semi-rural slrelep of read your dogs were running 
around culgide your gale It seemed af Up you were doing Some Wancenlre where one Car wag pulling tw 
and Che cher war pulling out. In the meantime your smaller yellow dog ran up to me and slarled 
barking viciouply. Il conlinued lo bark af me ag I walhed foe 100 yards and right begore your hole af 
L though i might (urn in, Wl jumped behind me and bit me on ihe calp. Nel only did it plerce wy shin, 
he dogs leet ripped wy favorite pair op panlf. I am nel hobbled and have treated Che wounds lapteally 
Cheng hope your antiual hag had alt iff shelf. One wold pate to gel animal control involved and have 
The deg deslreyed: 

Ae small compensation I am aphing por 10 dellary Lo help in the purchage op a new fel op panlf and 
small coshp in bandages and, antiseptic ele. Yop, perhaps it ip Crue that the panty were a liltle threadbare 
That there was a small hole farting bo form tw the creich and thal Td need a new pair Soon ampwayy 
(agler wearing this pair daily gor some years). hud perhaps ip true thal op I'd been wearing w new 
Slurdy pair of jeang the deds bile might hare been reduced to mere bruising .. bul I pave thts priend whe 
went lo Trag. He ran bumanttartan defatl and one dey a new recrutt tw [pe armored Veptcle behind him 
filled up a plastic bellle with hig urine fle chuched said beltle al a child on aw route they ran regularly. 
In the distance wy priend sour thig childs paler croge his arius and lean inlo the shades. f week later 
aff Vhey went Ubrongh Ohis fame small village the Crack Chal this young man wap in wag bbewn up: Moy 
[rierd picked up body parly prow Uhiy expleston shaking by head. 

He sald br himgelp, Vd you fo: 

Do nal be concerned. 1 dewt bring this tucident up ag a threal - thougp certainly being bit by a 
dog if a worse Mud of bodily harm [han being covered wilh urine (LS Che tugalll, in Chal cape, whitch 
connect the red wires fo lo speak: In the roman empire [hey ued Co launder clotpes with urine). I bring 
This up le wake my 10 dollars sound all the mere reasonable: Ky a maller op pairness bil alse the gesture: 
I walh thig read prequently and am now concerned about being bit: Yes, perhaps il i nel a very popular 
read to walk deun - bul I do on occasion feo ohers. It ty connected [Lo the end op a walking [rail agler 
al. I pad w brie encounter wilh your Ader pousehd member af she slraggled Lo gel oul of her car and 
leched very surprised Chat her doge had the capacity lo bile. Perhaps whew she pirsl woved tuo Uibp howe 
wany years ago it wag apart. hud I undersland thal Chere dees see Co be some wobilily issues tuvelved 
tw Vhe opening and closing op (bg gale and thal animaly can and do furprife wilh amygdabalic 
reppoupey culgide of Chetr control. 


T've alwayg liked doge and I dent want lo slop: Yel ag I grow adder I cant help bul fee these 
crealures af projections. Extensions op ourselves. flow else could one fuslipy having a meal consuming 
animal who doef Lille more Chan pill [he holes in our souls Chal require some version op uncendtlional 
love: What 1 mean bo say if Chal I dowt think you have ground (osland on ip you are To suggest Uhal your 
dogs actions are nel your actions and, [hail yor should, Ubausly nel be held responsible. 

But 1 slarted writing alt op this tn wy head begore I got home: hh development occurred on the wath 
bach Your dogs bile gare we a reafen Io Speak lo this lenacious Jogger I see semelimes. One cloudy 
aplerncon I Sau her run pesl me; head pirsl into avery cold ratn. Ever since shes been a curtosity. L the 
ime She often wears [he fame oulpil: Hers makes her look like [he foreman tn charge of a highly colupelent 
group op widdle-schoa waler department employees. They can seramble through [he pipes and make 
repalirs. Sorry, poetic license. But you too will be surpriged at her prepuredwess. he I told her about The 
bile she barely broke stride: She reached up Uo one of the slrapy over her shoulder and removed, a heary- 
duly can op mace prow what ne ene weld aggume a pechel: She held it slraigt up in the air by tf 
Syneeze file laclical handle and proclaimed loudly, "Dont worry, Lwttt revenge you! j 

Sol guese l'w alse telling you to watch ont ip you don't want Uo be washing mace out of your dogs 
[eco ah Some potul in Ue plures I mush admit, Thal moment rid me op mosh op my tndigualion. The heroic 
poflure made we Think about all thefe humang whe pare pollowed her pamang tule ballle on Che wing op 
feeling IL wade me wanl lo wrile or read a flory, abeitl Jean of hire. 

Yes tn thal moment and Che Cheughly Chal came agler I decided you should beep your money and Chal 


I sheild nol mail tig eller. Kyler all wast it Chandi whe suggesled Theil one gelf recompense tw The 
Sent by accepling tujuslice graciously and engaging wilh felwe uelien of Lhe paggive love of Uhe wniversel 
Sometines I try to buy that peeling with beer but it ip never ap good ap leday. Lige ip jugl lige and offer 
people's conceplion of lige deeswl change Lal: What I mean by that iy my injury, had no decision in Che 
universe. Your impact on wy burl ha nething Vo do with my pale: Yer perhapy pale ig nel real and we all 
pep on Solely [prong The prigen op our experience - bul I suppose ip theres a way of underslanding how 


hale none op your dog s business Uf none of mine elfher. 
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It's pretty dangerous for me to be telling you this, but I will: &amp is actually run out of a martial arts dojo in Chicago and is part of a well-funded and long term plan to recruit NEETs into their organization. I should know. I was one of the 
original founders of the Dojo. They called me Master Sensai-san. I knew F. Gardner when he was a young white belt. I go on vacation for a couple of weeks and suddenly he's wearing three green belts and has another one wrapped around 
his forehead. "How'd you get those, F?" I asked. "I bought 'em from Master-san Sensai,” he said. My co-founder and sometimes bitter adversary. He was just selling these kids belts for $250 a pop. and F. was loaded. The more I looked. the 
more I saw it. Kids using tied together black belts for nunchucks. Our students stealing cars and threatening people with anime power moves of the highest and most forbidden levels. The parents using the whole thing to get them into better 
colleges. Where had this come from? The answer was &amp. Master-san Sensai had decided there could be only one master. And Gardner was his chosen student. Gardner was loaded, and he had a plan. Bribe underground literary 
magazines to turn himself into a meme and then convince NEETs to spend their unemployment checks on colored belts. You think neon is a coincidence? You think it's some just some aesthetic choice? You're being conditioned. More 
colors, more belts. More belts. more anime battle threats to unsuspecting Boomers. And what happens in the end? The great wealth transfer. You think some 90 year old can resist a threat from a neon pink belt - the ultimate belt? They'll 
hand their four vacation houses over, and not to their kids. Never to their kids. This thing needs to get blown wide open. Master-san Sensai is raking in the bank from the people submitting poems. and he's looking around for mutagenic 
chemicals. There's only one way this ends, and it's not pretty. 
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A leather bound book of Lore 
These are the words which were written in Michelle’s black book: 


Iam always hungry, so I bite my fingers 

IT hate being around people, my destre for desolation lingers 

Lam always hungry, so I chew off some skin 

In shadows and in deep forests, empty places no one has been 

Lam always hungry, so I bite the phalange 

I smell my own body rotting, my bone and skin feel so strange 

Iam always hungry, so my eyes look very black 

LT eat and eat yet I hunger, cities harm me I must go back 

Lam always hungry, so I hunt for a taste 

I seea human roaming here, 1 did perform the great disgrace 

Iam always hungry, so lam never full 

Heart, Tongue, brain, entratls, eyes, fingers, though I have had many mouthfuls 
Iam always hungry, so my body ts grey 

Birch, white ash, owls, rocks, black void, only they can hear what I say 
Iam always hungry, so I eat my own lips 

Lam hunger, hunger, hunger, from my hunger I am eclipsed 

Lam always hungry, sot will always go 

There ts nothing left am gone, for I have become wendigo 

Iam always hungry, hungry hungry hungry 

Hungry hungry hungry hungry hungry hungry hungry hungry hungry hungry 
hungry hungry hungry hungry hungry hungry 


My dearest Michelle always had an obsession with all things esoteric and had been much engrossed in the reading of 
these black-leather books that she would return with from her travels, some from France, others from Arabia, 
others from parts of the Americas, many of them were in Latin, Greek, Hebrew, while she was quite the polyglot, As 
you know I was never a Latinist, I did gain a kind of satisfaction when I could see a book of hers in English, though 
they had honestly often produced a sickening feeling in my stomach, just as this text just had, Michelle always 
offered to instruct me in occult matters, though she was earnest in her desire to instruct me I never truly felt I had 
the stomach to learn of such things I always rather hungered for a good meal for my belly rather than something 
which would feed my mind, funny the one book of hers I was able to read was so obsessed with hunger. In any case 
though our interests were so different there was an oriental charm about her, mysterious and slender, tender and 
delicious. She was impossible not to love. 


I grudged the time we spent apart, and throughout the spring I would have been all day at her side, talking of 
foolishness as lovers often do. But often she would steal away and hide, herself amongst dead volumes. The time we 
spent away making her sight more and more tender, the Aroma of her presence fermenting into an even richer 
quality. 


Last-night I crossed the Roods, and entered the garden, to find her sitting under a yew-tree. Her face was haggard 
and her eyes sunken: for the time it seemed as if many years had passed over her head, but somehow the change had 
only enriched her beauty. And I marvelled greatly, but ere I could speak I saw her hiding an idol of a bird in bronze, 
whose plumage was brightest gold, but the forehead of it was stained with what looked like the juice of berries and 
the red of blood; and looking on her uncovered bosom I saw wounds as if the pecks of some bird, she had surely 
brazed and beaten herself in the name of this foolish idol. I cried aloud, and spoke to her thus “love, I hunger and 
only you may grant me my full, shall you feed another yourself and leave me to starve? “ Then Michelle drew long 
breaths, and her youth came back in some measure, gently grasping my neck But frowning, and said, “What is it, 
beloved? Why have you awakened me? I dreamed that I fed the Dragon of the Hesperidean Garden.” Then she turned 
her gazed towards the blood anointed idol. 


“Thou hast chosen a filthy mammet,” I said. “Tell me how you have come upon it” 


She rose without reply, and kissed the the gaudy jewel encrusted wings of the idol, Then, lifting up a great tome that 
had lain at her feet, she turned towards the house. But ere she had reached the end of the maze she stopped, and 
smiled with strange subtlety. “How camest thou hither, O devourer? Thou horrid wendigo who hast taken my 
beloved and wrapt him about yourself as a garment” she cried. ‘Even when the Dragon slept, and the fruit hung 
naked to my touch, The gates and city walls still have fallen” thus she began to moisten her delicate cheek with tears. 
Perplexed, I followed her until we came to the house; and walking towards us we saw her, striding past the garden of 
herbs, a foul crone, brown and puckered as a rotten costard. At sight of Her, Michelle went prostrate, crying “Save 
me, mistress!” To which the old hag looked upon me and said “there is not much time, but we may still yet bring his 
gullet to satisfaction.” 


Her underlings then came forth, dressed in dark garments and bound me with cords, and haled me first to a place 
prior to entering the old woods, whereof I was then blind folded. 

Then, the old crone, entreated Michelle to prick my arm. “Take from him a small portion of blood, mix it with the 
bile of henbane and the ichor drawn from dragon’s blood, from this form the circle, then in the four quarters 
worship the bird, the beast, the bull and the dark man.” 


My heart was full of terror and anguish. 
“Dearest Michelle” I prayed, ‘for the sake of our passion, let me command, harm me not with the knife” 


But then I felt my arm being pierced and quickly covered. After hearing a host of chanting, my eyes were given 
freedom and i saw myself sat in the center of a red circle, of which was made ornate by the design of various 
triangles, foreign names and a kind of arabesque. Suddenly my stomach began to ache with such a fury that I 
screamed and shouted to be let go, as I felt, somehow, I had been corrupted, poisoned by this crone. 


A chuckle of disdain leaped from the hag’s ragged lips. “You'll not be eating anything for three days, relax yourself.” 


Even my tender Michelle sat there with no indication she would help me. The beldam tottered away, her bemired 
petticoats clapping her legs; and I bade them let me go free and stop this devildom being enacted upon me. 


Before my Michelle left, she lit a fire near the circle so that I may remain warm, her delectable fingers nearly being 
scorched as she stoked it and threw what appeared to be various herbs into it. 


With this she left the forest, finding that Michelle had retired for the night, I sat by the fire, waiting for the time to 
pass. In the flame I saw a vision, my dearest Michelle and she carried with her that same black book, but hidden in it 
was a spider, and the spider kept from the book and crawled upon me, entering my brain and weaving its web, 
slowly eating at my flesh, then the image changed and I saw a snake with the head of another serpent within its jaws, 
finally my soul repeated over and over the words “hunger” as the hunger and flame were the only things which I had 
with me. 


Fear rose within me, I knew this place would be my grave, as I stared away from the flame, I saw The moon laying as 
if against a brazen curtain; little snail-like clouds were crawling underneath, and the horns of them pricked her face. 
I screamed a scream such as the child who hungers alone but has lost parent, I screamed then in my cry of hunger. 


Before my eyes I found strings of grey-golden light as if shimmering from just beyond the furthest trees, Surely a 
figure moved there? Then the hunger came upon me and I was filled with the grey-gold light. 


I awoke, Quaking with dread, bloodied, beaten and the hair of my flesh stood upright. I was no longer bound nor by 
the flame and my hunger had been exhausted for now, I was still within the forest but i was close enough now to see 
the house where my Michelle would be, I ran then to find her and take her away from all of this and away from that 
accursed crone. As I entered, it was clear someone had broken into the house, I ran to her library and she wasn’t 
there, I searched among the garden, i finally looked for her under the yew tree, there she laid, grasping at her avian 
idol, hands and thighs devoured, face torn to shreds, I felt neither sadness nor pain nor hurt, there was only a single 
word which cried out from my soul. “Hunger” 


FIGA10 


A Deal Over 


Breakfast with 
the Devil 


You sit down comfortably, you think to yourself 
that enjoyment away from work improves one’s 
soul. The promises of the weekend lie ahead and 
relax your tired body. In your hands is an 
interesting compendium labeled The Big Red 
Book of Collected Short Stories: 1900-1950. You 
admire it’s genuine red leather binding, and you 
feel excitement as to what might be contained 
between its covers. You think back to when you 
bought it, at a local antique store, and you wonder 
how long it sat there unread. You open the book 
and flip through the stories, noticing the freshness 
of the binding, and that the book must be unread 
despite its age. The titles of each story flash in your 
vision as you fan the pages: “A Summer in the 
Sahara”, “Horses of New York”, “The Bassoonist”. 
You stop at “A Deal Over Breakfast with the Devil” 
somewhat captured by the name, somewhat 
randomly. You notice the thinness of the pages, it 
reminds you of your bible. You begin reading. 


Bates Ponce de Leon was eight, son of a failed 
baker. He often lived away from his parents and 
—) with his eight wives. Inside the shags of 
Philadelphia he held a small empire with them. 
| Low income tenements were cramped, single 
room, and dirty, but with enough of a family your 
area grew and your provided food rations and 
resources began to pile up. This morning he was in 
his eighth room with his eighth wife, his favorite, 
Abigail. She cooked breakfast as he sat on the bed, 
only a couple feet from the kitchen, reading a 
letter he received. The sender warned him of a 
devilish plot, a horrible deal offered to her by 
some mysterious traveling woman. She wrote 
Bates most likely to develop a rapport he thought, 
and a path to yet another marriage, but Bates was 
also intrigued by the contents of the deal that were 
listed, “Hot cocoa, affordable chocolate powder, 
peppermint” were just a few of the words that 
stuck out to him. Sweets were not uncommon in 
his kingdom, nor were they low in demand. By the 
oven, Abigail slowly put together a full meal 
consisting of the latest delicacy to migrate its way 
into Philadelphia, the Chelsea Bun. On the stove 
she stirred a pot filled with cream cheese icing, and 

in the oven rose beautifully rolled sourdough. 


The cold August air kicked in from the broken 
window and mixed with the warm yeasty smell 
also. radiating off the weathered wood 
surrounding them, the morning, still young, 
filled young Bates’s stomach with expectations 
and anxiety. As the church bells across the street 
rang informing the hour, a knock came from the 
apartment hallway and onto the flimsy wooden 
door. Through the board, warped from harsh 
winters and sweltering summers Bates saw an 
elderly woman. Perhaps sixty in years, perhaps 
ageless, she peered in through the warps with her 
pronounced cheekbones and hazel eyes. Not one 
to keep visitors waiting, a social young fellow, 
Bates opened the door and greeted his guest, who 
he supposed, by her appearance, was the subject 
of the letter he had received. Abigail turned and 
offered a kind smile to the guest before 
continuing her work on breakfast. Bates jumped 
back to his spot on the bed, swinging his legs and 
making an inquisitive face as if to say “You're 
here now, what do you want?”. 


“Nasty bit of weather ain’t it lad?” Said the aging 
woman, brushing herself off, her serpentine robe 
swirled with Chinese representations of dragons 
and expansive forests, beautifully wrapping their 
way around her hunched figure. Small ice 
particles tumbled, some melting, off the silk 
garment. Her long nose arched and bumped, but 
remained smooth along with the rest of her skin. 
Her perfectly gentle face and her elderly hobble 
were dead giveaways to youth and _ senility 
respectively. Bates observed the window, or 
rather the lack of wall, and saw the water drip in 
slowly. Sleet had plagued the city for days 
making travel from anywhere, to anywhere, near 
impossible. 


“I would have to agree ma'am, yes, awfully stuffy 
around here lately, yes, would love to travel 
around a bit these days.” 

“Yes, quite a bit comfier in here I say, smells 
delightful son” 

“Thank you ma’am, Abigail is cooking up some 
sweets. You're more than welcome to eat 
breakfast with us ma’am, yes, but tell me, where 
are you coming from? If you don’t mind of 
course.” 

“I do mind son, and you best regard yourself 
when addressing your elders. But, I will tell you. 
I come from plains of sand yet brushed by wind, 
I make my way here from a small town more 
west than you yet know young one.” 


“Impressive, yes, I do not know much about the 
West, but must be quite a journey I gather. I have 
already received a letter I assume talks about you 
ma’am, as I can smell what you have brought 
here, I must say I am quite interested yes. We are 
very much interested in baking goods when we 
can get them yes, is cocoa the reason you are 
here?” As the conversation unfolded Abigail, 
calm, happy, presented the cast iron baking sheet 


filled with now cooked dough to him on the bed, 
freshly glazed with thick icing melting into the 
swirls of bread. Bates looked up at her 
cheerfully, nodding, and then brushed her off to 
focus again on the guest and her robe, 
blossoming with primrose and flowing with 
beasts. 


“Again son, I am disturbed by your manners, my 
goods are not yours to ponder, nor is my likeness 
yours to entertain gossip with. Yet, recognizing 
your age I will continue, but I warn you that it is 
unwise to presume things of a guest. Cocoa is, in 
fact, the reason I visit, oh, but there is so much 
more to it than that you see. If you will allow me, 
I would like to display my goods on your 
counter.” Bates grinned and nodded and then 
her body and goods swam into a busy motion, 
robe flurrying, concealing, and then revealing 
different extravagant ingredients first raw and 
then mysteriously assembled inside of thick glass 
mason jars and slammed onto the rotting 
wooden counter next to the stove with an almost 
theatre-like drama. There was a glass of warm 
milk mixed with cocoa and sprinkled with 
peppermint shards. There was an iced drink with 
rich dark chocolate shaved into beautiful curves 
on top. There were 3 jars of pudding with 
varying degrees of darkness, from white 
chocolate, milk chocolate, to almost pure cocoa. 
There was a sweet rice drink with bitter cocoa 
and cinnamon spiraling up the liquid, but not 
mixing into it. There was a hot jar with white 
liquid and chocolate marshmallows, and finally a 
good old-fashioned cup of hot chocolate with 
pearly white marshmallows all individually 
glazed and toasted. Bates’s eyes widened and he 
could only stare. His chin rested on the counter 
that he was just able to see above and he looked 
over each artistic piece set before him. 


“You see son, where I am from these drinks are 
quite common, one for each day of the week 
don’t you say?” 

“Yes, I see, yes, it’s quite spectacular, I’ve never 
seen chocolate mallows before, and hell ma’am I 
don’t even know what half of these ingredients 
are.” 

“Now child, cursing is quite unseemly around 
guests, and my patience is beginning to wear, 
you hear me young man? However, despite the 
lack of hospitality, I will still be willing to discuss 
business regarding my ingredients, albeit my 
prices have cha-” Bates, nervous from the 
continued reprimands, and abundance of sweets 
around him now blurted out, 

“How much for the mallows ma’am? How much 
for the dark cocoa? I quite like dark cocoa, how 


” 


m- 


“‘T've had just about enough of this!” She 
screeched slapping the young boy onto the bed. 
With the concerned eyes of a child Bates looked 
back up at the guest’s warped face and oriental 


garb. Tears built up near his eyes, and he waited for her to speak. 


“A boy like you deserves nothing! Not a speck of cocoa should ever touch your tongue, my goods in 
your hands can only mean ruin!” 

“Please, there must be something I can do ma’am-” now snotting at the nose, weeping. “I never meant 
to offend you, I swear! My father never taught me manners like you know yours!" 

“I'm disgusted.” Spat the guest, “the drinks are yours you slovenly thing, your gods sit in your belly, 
and your gluttony from here on shall bring you nothing but shame!” Quickly packing her excess 
ingredients and tools Bates watched in tears as Abigail leaned on the counter drinking the cup of hot 
cocoa. “Nothing is free however, you disgusting rat, your lineage will know the price, you in time will 
bleed like a calf, the whites of your bones will salt my garden!” As she limped out the door and 
slammed it behind her Bates slumped into the sheets, still uncomfortable, and Abigail sat down next to 
him, brushing through his hair with one hand and holding her drink in the other. Bates looked on at 
the row of remaining beverages all- 


You close the book gently and decisively. Having read similar stories and novels you reflect on the fact 
that the devil always seems to get his way. You think to yourself that this cannot be true in the real 
world, and then you know it to be true. You question the morality of the author and his intentions. You 
know that you yourself are not maliciously influenced or otherwise torn from god upon an encounter 
with such material, nevertheless, the uncomfortableness of the story has lead you to some undesirable 
thoughts, you pray: 

Dear father, lord, savior of the living, 

I surrender to you, and for you. 

Deliver me from these thoughts. 


So I may join you. 


Amen. 
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A lot is said of neoChina, or rather, there is one very 
determined psychotic with a lot to say about neoChina, but 
very little is said of AngloChina. Sure, some portion of your 
months might be spent haggling with a dozen wooden iPad 
(functional, but it runs Arch) merchants at once, all the while 
fending off country bumpkins that have never seen a white 
man before - undeterred by your hydroxyfufu trench coat. 
That's neoChina enough for Land, but let a colonialist by 
birthright tell you, the real neoChina is the friends you make 
along the way. Top British public schools stationed in 
AngloChina (the type where you wear blazers tailored by the 
finest Funan cloth merchants) never really explain to you that 
the natives outnumber you a million to one, so you do things 
like drop rocks off the balcony of the 90th floor Shangri-La 
buffet with your chums and don’t bother checking on the 
humble rocks progress, easy enough to justify; most of the 
rocks in China are just styrofoam balls dipped in lead. 
neoChina is nearly falling off your private waterfall and dying 
- not because it's slippery, but because it’s poorly 
constructed. AngloChina is the headmaster suddenly being 
replaced, only to find out a decade later he was in a Hong 
Kong prison for doing amphetamines in the type of nightclub 
where you sign an NDA before entering (that’s where the 
anglos drop the pretence and have a right giggle about the 
whole opium affair). AngloChina is only eating the local 
cuisine on a dare - they wouldn't leave the eye in the fish if it 
wasn't intended to be eaten. neoChina is the rare-earth 
Marlboro flavoured hole in your hippocampus. Anyway, 
getting messages from the number 10 groupchat - we're 
placing bets on which one of us is going to get blamed in 
Adam Curtis's latest kino: I tell you chaps, consider the 
colonial life. 
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"PHILOSOPHY" 


Hegel and the 
Social Contract 


e 
The first level of civil society is at the individual level 
The second level of civil society is the group made up 
of the various individuals and their interests, Under 


the first, each pursues its own desire, but for the 
individual to. achieve all his goals he must enter in 
relation to his fellow man in the social contract 
embodied by the second level called the group. They 


e are in turn bound to the rules of the group. The group 
becomes a means for the individual, but the individual 

ana na aT a a a a means of the group. The social contract is the result 

of the dialectic, the agreement between the 

individuals in the society who share membership of 


the group and create mutual arrangements to 
progress their well being towards an absolute good 
society maximizing human progress on each level. 
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If my goal is to earn money for example, to maximize 
my economic interest, not only is meeting others a 
necessary means, but again | must be in a formal 
relationship with another person and they me, thus a 
mutual recognition of consciousness. The 
development of the mercantile society has precisely 
shown that every individual has become a means by 
Which others satisfy their own needs. Let's say | would 
like to drink a coffee in a cafe. This desire depends on 
the existence of the cafe owned by the coffee maker, 
and by asking for my coffee, | assert myself and 
satisfy myself by means of the of the other, while the 
owner seeks to support themselves and provide a 
service to their fellow man, and the coffee is then 
delivered to me, satisfying our mutual conscious 
desires. Finally, my well-being is mixed with that of all. 
We have used Hegelian categories to demonstrate 
that even the basic idea of each pursuing his or her 
particular individual self interest remains is in relation 
to the others, and dependent on others. This dialectic 
is the foundation of social relation. 


hegel in a stoned 
brain (just making 
sure u got it 


In the previous issue of this publication, a short article on Hegel was 
published. As one critic on this board already noted, there has been a fair 
amount of “cock-suckery” related to Hegel recently- perhaps the board 
has finally begun to reckon with the titan of German Idealism. Although | 
am happy to see more Hegel threads within the past few months, | believe 
the philosophical icon deserves better than being reduced to circlejerks 
and a two-paragraph article in /lit/’s finest journal. | say this not 
necessarily because | am trying to peddle his ideas (or because there is no 
way to explain his philosophy easily, as his writing infamously illustrated) 
but because his philosophical system, especially when paired with 
psychoanalysis, can be helpful for understanding the nature of online 
communities such as this one. 


| am not a Hegel scholar nor do | claim to be some expert. I’ve read a fair 
amount of his work in the past year with some supplementary texts, but | 
never had a background in philosophy (hell, | haven’t even read Kant). | am 
just a guy who’s been here for a while and likes to smoke weed; not sure 
how many of you can relate but | assume at least a few. I'll get back to 
that aspect of it later, first | would like to respond to the last article and 
point out why “mutual recognition” fails to account for what Hegel was 
trying to say about the social order. 


It is not simply enough to recognize Hegelianism’s basic connections to 
sociology. The core of Hegel’s ontology is the contradiction in being-the 


dialectic corresponds to the division that exists in both one’s 
consciousness and the world outside of it; in other words, the gap 
between one’s perception and reality itself is irreconcilable. 


When discussing Hegel’s idea of the social contract it is crucial to at 
least mention his idea of the state, which he articulates in his Philosophy 
of History, largely seen as his most controversial text because of its 
varied political interpretations. In the introductory lecture, Reason in 
History, Hegel declares the state as “the form which the complete 
realization of Spirit assumes its existence...the union of the subjective 
with the rational will; it is the moral whole...the divine Idea as it exists on 
earth”. Only in the state is the idea of freedom possible- this was not 
meant to advocate for any sort of authoritarianism, as liberals like Popper 
would argue, but only to show how society is necessarily contradictory, 
how the social contract depends on unanimity rather than majoritarianism, 
as Rousseau had already pointed out. Hegel writes that “each popular 
faction can set itself up as the People. What constitutes the state is a 
matter of trained intelligence, not a matter of “the people”. There needs 
to be an Other that exists outside of social relation, an “idea of Spirit in 
the externality of human will and its freedom”. Thus the dialectic is not 
about “mutual recognition” but about recognition of the divide between 
universal and particular wills that only the State can reconcile to actualize 
freedom. In the state subjects are not an organic whole but an alienated 
unity; a unity of particulars divided along the same line of demarcation. 
Hegel’s ideas of freedom and the state should today be used to combat 
liberal ideas of freedom that simply align freedom with self-interest. 
Freedom for the subject means recognizing the external powers that 
block its own self-interest, but instead of fighting them provide the 
ground for its self-determination by recognizing the limit set in place by 
authority. Struggle in social relation does not involve respect for 
otherness but instead the ability to see one’s own self-division relflected 
in someone else. The mutual recognition of consciousness and desires 
thus needs to account for negativity or lack because each of us are 
alienated both from society and from ourselves. 


In an online community such as this (an “anti-social network” if there ever 
was one) this last point is crucial because it demonstrates Hegel’s insight 
into psychoanalysis almost a century before Freud. In the “Absolute 
Freedom and Terror” section of the Phenomenology of Spirit, Hegel writes 
that “The self-alienated type of mind, driven to the acme of its opposition, 
where pure volition and the purely volitional agent are still kept distinct, 
reduces that opposition to a transparent form, and therein finds itself”. 
Contradiction between the will and what wills must be recognized rather 
than resolved or overcome. The worst insult to Hegel’s work was reducing 
his logic to “thesis plus antithesis equals synthesis”: in the world of 
mutual recognition we are thus thrown into the illusion of synthesis, of 
dialectical progression leading to some sort of harmony. Hegel needs the 
state to show that recognition cannot account for the subject’s inherent 
conflict with itself and others. Considering 4chan’s cultural influence 
elsewhere, and the increasingly blurred lines between online and reality, 
this recognition of conflict, rather than each other’s supposed place in 
society, would do us some good because it would reject the radicalism 
promised by people like neo-Marxists or accelerationists in favor of 
coming to terms with ontological limits. 
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The resurgence of Hegel’s popularity in the last few decades comes from psychoanalytic and 
post-Marxist interpretations of people like Slavoj Zizek. (Zizek's psychoanalysis has not, as 
far as | am concerned, received a proper discussion on this board; elsewhere he is merely 
seen as an epic communist who talks funny meme thinker). Zizek recently wrote about Hegel 
“in a wired brain” to demonstrate a criticism of Al (Neuralink etc) and its false notion of being 
able to resolve contradiction. His book described how computers fail to account for the force 
of negativity, or lack, that ultimately defines the human condition. 


If Deleuze is another prominent “meme” philosopher that has had popularity on this board 
(being another ontological idealist whose work is infamously difficult to understand), a 
Hegelian criticism of his drugged out accelerationist “schizophrenic” worldview needs to be 
employed to truly grasp the internet and more importantly what it means to Be Online. What 
about Hegel in a stoned brain? 


The negativity criminally lacking in Deleuzian ontology (which has given rise to sinister figures 
like Nick Land, a cancer in communities such as these) can be illustrated by drug use. The 
stoner gets high to enact in a sort of mental proliferation; the chemicals provide them with 
deeper insights and more creative tendencies; they feel happy and laugh and more connected 
to the music and energy of their environment. Their high connects them in a rhizomatic 
network, or some dumb shit like that if you believe this stuff. 


But lurking underneath this high is always paranoia. The good times are always (and already) 
undercut by some form of negativity; there is always a sense of self-doubt or alienation if the 
subject takes a moment out of their whirl to self reflect. To understand this cut is to reject 
accelerationism and its harmful aspects. | won’t go into the whole capitalism realism shpeel 
since all of you already know it but | need you to see how this applies to our situation. Each of 
us is connected through these small corners, but our anonymity and, for lack of a better term, 
“autism” are just as alienating as they are uniting. That’s the kind of thing that needs to be 
highlighted by the dialectic, not simply recognition. It’s all contradiction, man. 


The Deleuzian idea of difference is attractive because it implies the harmonious coexistence 
of a free-form multitude. When subjects simply recognize others as existing, they miss the 
idea of contradiction; that no entity can even harmoniously coexist with itself. Especially in 
capitalism (or whatever you want to call our current universal political economic condition), 
condradiction is being substituted for difference in order to cover up _ problems- 
accelerationism, “burgerpunk” consumerism, etc are all just one big cope that pretends 
alienation is somehow radical. Perhaps recognizing alienation is just a cope all the same, but 
at least coming to terms with limits (in oneself and the Other, being society and its subjects) 
can provide for a new understanding that elevates “Hegel cock-suckery” into something more 
productive, the aforementioned alienated unity of an online consciousness. 
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blow it out your ass 


Earth’s noblest thing, wrote Lowell. A necessary cvil, a natural teniptation, a bdsilbre Sulalarygoa domestic peril, a deadly 
fascination, and a painted ill, wrofe St. Chrysostom a thousand years ago. 


Saints or Sinners 


When the Emperor Theophilus jestingly said to one 
+ of the beauties of his court, Woman 1s the source of 
eo! in the «world! she quickly replied, Woman rs 
also the cause of much good! Bothwere right; Joan § 
z of Arc and other saintly and noble women come to & 

3 mind at once as typicafof ‘‘earth’s noblest thing,” [AS 
who have been the cause of much good. Incontrast 
we have ‘‘the deadly fascination and the painted 
ill” of the daughters of Aphrodite, such as the 
capricious Venus Victrix whose remarkable beauty 
enslaved a ruler of proud Castile and whose power 
over him was so great that sycophant ‘courtiers 
who attended this favorite at her bath drank of its 
waters in token of adulation. The stories of these 
two women, remarkable as they are, are no more 
unusual than those of other saints and sinners who 
have uplifted ordegraded men throughout the ages 
since the day of Eve. These stories are told ina 
series of copyrighted volumes by ten talented & 
contemporary authors in 


“@he Supreme Subject § Ghe Perpetual Enigma; 
of Eternal Interest Seductive, Fascinating, 
and Mystery QO WV] d 1) —and Baffling 


Her Story in all Ages and all Lands on a scale never before attempted 


Historical and descriptive. Tells about the women of ancient Greece and Rome, of Europe and America, of the 
Onlent, and of the backward races in the far places, and curious social customs in times past and as they exist to-day. 
Shows woman as she is, noble and true or vicious and false; describes her as the helpmate or the toy of man, gives 
interesting accounts of her emancipation, the development of her intellectual strength, her influence on the culture 
and destinies of the human race: in short, presents her in all the complex relations in which she has been conspicuous, 
and describes the sociological changes that have taken place in her position through all the ages. 

Woman dominates to-day. Her pre-eminence is undisputed. She ts the motr/ of most discussions. ‘A glance at our newspapers, 
magazines, and novels will show bow great is the place she occupies in the thoughts of all, and how powerful is her influence for good or 
cvil in every relationship of life. Yer this Fie subject has never been adequately trented. Of course we know a little about Cleopatra, 
pean of Arc, Messalina, Theodora, Helen of Troy, Poppza, Elizabeth of England, Catherine of Russia, and a few other prominent women. 

ut little is known about these well-kaown characters and nothing at all about thousands of other equally important women who in the 
tand in all parts of the world havo infuonced the course of life, and these aro only names and not women of flesh and blood, for few 
ave any idea of what manner of women they really wero, what they did, or what thoy stood for. 

Maoy pages are necessary to make Cleopatra live before our eyes, to tell the many strange and interesting things about her. And there 
have been thousands of other women whose stories are justas interesting, The authors have not hesitated to tell he whole truth. If while 
concealing nothing, they show ux the faults of woman, it is only to accentuate the virtues—if they tell us how a Russian countess in winter 
had water slowly poured over nude young girls in order to provide new statues for her gardens, they also tcll us how Joan of Arc inspired the 
people of France. Love, marringo, and divorce are of course tle subjects of many Interesting chapters. Weread about the singular customs 
of courtship, marriage, and divorce all over the world. We havo interesting accounts of woman in the days of chivalry and romance; among 


. . : Moors,Turks, Arabs. 
Made by “The Tiffanys of Publishers” ts come aumee iidecs Chines, and 
the way The New York Herald characterizes the makers of these < fage Jopancse; and of woman 


ase! fi in the church, in 
books. Quality is the dominant note. The authors are Cf am olitics, in war, 
national reputation; the illustrations are by artists of dis- 


D industry; or 


tinction and printed in tint. The type is new French el ales 
and hu- 


design and the volumes, size 5% x 8 x 11/, are sumptu- 
ously bound in purple watered-silk finished cloth, =? 
full gilt. There are over so00 fascinating pages. 
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Sensational Saving in Price ® 
Originally published on Japan Vellum paper fg 
at Sr1so.co per set, these are now offered 
at less than the cost of ordinary novels. 
Never before have such books been offered 
at solowa price. Avoid disappointment by 
having one of these sets sent for inspection. 


500,000 Satisfied Customers 


In over fifty years we have satisfied half a 
million book-lovers. Why? Because our 
books are as represented. You decide only 
after five days’ inspection and consideration. 
Could anything be fairer? Address AM. 10-25 


RITTENHOUSE PRESS 
RittTaxuouse Sq., Phila. 
g You may send for inspection, chargos pre- 
_pald, the ro-vol. set of WOMAN, bound 
in purple cloth. I will return the set in 5 days or | 
send you only §1 as a first payment and $2 a month 

for 9 months. ; 
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HARD-WORKING merry-go- 


round travels as far ina year as 


a transcontinental express. But it 


gets nowhere. 


Most men and women treat their 
minds like merry-go-rounds. They 
read enough, goodness knows, but at 
the end of the year they have learned 
nothing, made no mental growth, 
arnved nowhere. 


Said Hamilton Wright Mabie: 


“Many people expend in desultory 
reading time and effort that, wisely 
directed, would make them masters 
of epochs and literatures. The art 

. of reading is to read in such a way 
_ that with che utmost economy of 
time one can secure the richest 
results.” 


“Fair enough,” you say, “ but who 
is going to teach me this “art of read- 
ing’? Among so many million books 
how can I know which are really 
worth while?” 


It was in answer to this question 
that Dr. Charles W. Eliot, for forty 
years President of Harvard Univer- 
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sity, undertook the preparation of 
the most famous library in the world, 


DR. ELIOT’S 
FIVE-FOOT SHELF 
OF BOOKS 


Every well-informed man and woman 
should at least know something about 
these famous Harvard Classics. They 
are described 
in derail in a 
free book 
which thecou- 
on below will 
ring you. 
This free 
book is called 
“Fifteen Min- 
utes a Day.” 
From it you 
can learn how 
Dr. Eliot has 
put into his I 
Five-Foot Shelf “the — | 
essentialsofaliberal | 
| 
| 
| 


ee IG 


education,” how he 
has arranged it with 


NOW reas ss 5 


Address.... = 


Whar is success, after all, bar che 
abiliry ro travel straight to a desti- 
patioa? The man who owns the Fire- 
Foor Shelf of Books, and uses it, is 
on a limired train bound straight for 
a definite goal. Bort the man who 
reads without 2 plan, choosing news- 
Papers, novels, aod reference books 
atrandom—he fs io the parbetic posi- 
tion ofa would-be long-distance trav- 
eller who boards a merry-go-round! 


Why treat your mind 
like a merry-go-round ? 


reading courses and notes so that 
even fifteen minutes a day are 
enough, in pleasant moments of 
spare ume, for you to get the 
broad knowledge of life and liter- 
ature, the culture, the broad view- 
poinr, that every university strives 
tO give. 

“For me,” writes one man who 
sent in the coupon, “your litele 
free book meant a big step forward, 
and it showed me besides the way 
to a vast new world of pleasure.” 

You are invited to have a copy 
of this handsome and entertaining 
little book. Itis free, will be sent by 
mail postpaid, and does not obligate 
you'in any way. Merely clip the 
coupon and mail it today. 


Send for this free book rhat gives 
Dr. Eliot's own plan of reading 


——— | 


wz] P. F. COLLIER & SON COMPANY 
=| 416 West 13th Street, New York City 
By mail, free, sond me the little 
most famous books in the worl 
Eliot's Five-Foot Sholf of Books (Harvard Classics), 
and containing the plan of reading recommended 
by Dr. Eliot of Harvard. 
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“I Really Envy You 
Collection 


This 


I have always wanted to own these books. 


There are 


masterpieces here that you can’t find anywhere else.’’ 


ALTON was gratified. 

The visitor—his most im- 
portant client, and a discriminat- 
ing judge of books—took one of 
the volumes from the table. 

“Where did you get these?” 
he asked. “‘I 
haven’ tseen this 
collection of 
Mosher’s for 
years. I thought 
it was practi- 
cally unob- 
tainable.” 

““Tt was,”’ 
Walton nodded, 
“until recently.” 

“Mrs. Wal- 
ton,” said the 
guest, ‘‘your 
‘husband has 
something here 
that has been al- 
most impossible 
to get. Nobody 
but rare book 
collectors have had Mosher’s 
Bibelot, and they have kept these 
beautiful lost masterpieces for 
themselves! Walton, I really 
envy you this collection.” 

Walton smiled. “I stumbled 
upon The Bibelot by accident. 
I read about -it in a little book 
called ‘Distinguished Reading’.” 
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Villon 
Swinbume 
Marlowe 


Leonardo 


This Book FREE 


Gives fall information 
collection of masterpieces. Some of the three 
huodrad celebrated authors whose best work 
appears in The Bibeloc are listed below. 


Sir Philip Sidney 
Lorenzo de Medici 
Lucretios 
wson 
Casanova 
Baudelaire 


The Story of Mosher 
and His Famous Bibelot 


From the day Thomas Bird 
Mosher was taken to sea at the 
age of thirteen to the end of his 
life, books were 
hisonedominat- 
ing passion. For 
twenty years he 
3 | searched every- 
/ | where—gather- 
ing together the 
rare, neglected 
ee masterpieces of 
Ss 


: all ages. At last 
about distinguished | hestartedon the 
dream of his life 
—publishing 
Fiona Macleod amen The Bibelot, a 
orate collection con- 
sisting of the 
choicest treas- 
Henley ures from his 

own library. 
Gathered 


now into twenty volumes, The 
Bibelot contains the finest col- 
lection of distinguished reading 
ever assembled.  Skilfully 
Mosher found and _ preserved 
the highest achievements of each 
of his authors. Sometimes 
their least known work—always 
their best. 


“Distinguished Reading” FREE 
Tells you about The Bibelot 


We will mail to you, free and with- 
out obligation, a fascinating book 
called ‘‘ Distinguished Reading.” It 
tells the story of Thomas Bird Mo- 
sher and the adventures he had in 
making The Bibelot. It contains a 
few examples of the long-lost master- 


‘pieces he brought to light. 


“Distinguished Reading” is so 
called because it deals with the rare 
and unusual things in literature. It 
deals with a type of literature which 
instils a preference for the best, and 
enables you to meet educated and 
discriminating people on terms of 
equality. 

This valuable book is yours— 
FREE! Send in your request before 
this limited edition is exhausted. 
Clip and mail this coupon today! 
Wm. H. Wise & Co., Dept. 291, 50 
West 47th Street, New York City. 


Wm. H. Wise & Co., Dopt. 291 
50 Wost 47th Street 
Now York City 
Gentlemen: Send me, without cost or obligation, 
your book, “‘Distinguished Reading,” conrainiog 
cimen pages and full informarioa aboar Thomas 
ird Mosher’s Bibelor. Also an oatline of the plan 
which makes this culcured reading remain in the 
memory. 


Nalbelecestrares ce ttitertesrerenn tc. cree 


I’ve never been a very spiritual man. | wert to chitrehs maybe once or twice with my mother asa a child: but 
I never found the flair to my liking. It all just seemed too flat and forward. It was like everyone in the 
building said they had the answers but were just throwing a fishing line into an empty lake; Sure, the 
scenery is good but you’re not catching any fish. | wanted real answers. | wanted to know how the 
Universe ticked. What the order was, if there even was one. You know? | didn’t think I’d ever find out. 
Life was too chaotic, too random. What instance of anything was someone as small and insignificant as 
me supposed to be able to grasp? No, I’ve never been a very spiritual man. | am, however, sure that | met. 


the Devil once.» 4 
He came to me in a dream. It was one of the usual dreams I'd have, something about work. Maybe I’min 
a coffee shop catching up without someone | used to know. Sometimes I’m fishing and there’s a fish on 
the line and it gets away fromm . |imagine it’s some mighty marlin whose wake in the water trembles 
the Earth. Somehow it feels like at’s the only thing that can beat me, something so impossible and 
fierce that it couldn’t be tamed by beast or man. Sometimes though, the dreams are mundane. 

In the dream | had that night)! was in a café. The coffee was black as the night outside and fluorescent 
bulbs in the ceiling made everything seem to ite. There wasn’t a waitress in sight. Th entire café 
was empty save for a man ina white su led up in a booth. His face was obscured by the 
newspaper. Thinking back on it, it was illegible, or | couldn’t remember what it said. He sat in silence 
like that until | took the cream off the counter and added it to my coffee, the clanking of the spoon 
breaking the silence. Almo st in response, the man in the white suit coughed, scuffed his dress shoes __ i 
against the linoleum, an ish ; i his paper. For a moment, | caught a glimpse of his eyes. oH 
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he didn’t have that appearance: He seemed wise and mythical, timeless; something drew me to know 

more. ‘ 


“I haven’t seen ic ye fo! ’ the man in white said. | hadn’t thought of it in that sense. This cafe 
was new to me too. 1 baatiever: seen one so aoe so clean, and so— _storile. | lingered on his question 
for a bit too long, I. sail sgcn pbgeauset he contint - 
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aughed. For some haunting reason, it echoed and had an edge of malice. “That’s 
onderful? The human mind; able to make entire planes of existence. Faces! 
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“Perhaps it has something to do with my psyche,” | said unsure. “Perhaps it has something to do with 
me being unhappy?” | 


. 


“Why are you?” he asked. 


“I’m.not sure on that either,” | explained. “I’m not really sure of anything.” 
“Perhaps you’re unhappy precisely because of your unsuredness,” the man asked, taking my arm and 
leading me to the red door. “Behind this door are the answers. Answers to anything.” 


~~ “You’re giving me the answers?” | asked, incredulous. 

> 
ak “No. I’m merely giving you the key to open the door. To get to the real meat of your issue,” He said 
-__ ghaking his head witha sigh. 


» “Why? What do you have to gain if we’ve never met?” | asked. 
i} F eR 5 
Be - “And you're so sure you've never seen me before?” he asked, that same edge of malice in his voice. 
P5¢- 3 Sel pagent: with the door ahead of us and ee enveloping all but a few feet around us, | 
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AR attempts in the quest to find answers. | worry the day will never come. That one day the quest for 
hee. =) answers will eventually give way to entropy and the heat death of the passions of the Human race. All 
| because they could not ask themselves the simplest question of them all, how do | open the door? 


At this he thay pis hands up in frustration, “They get so close. Their methods, so precise! They attack 

: ts anc lk -and scripture and philosophy. With Nihilism and Idealism 
hand: in ind’ ke star crossed lovers. They load their passions into guns and fire blanks, and for what? 
They don’t even ees To ‘answer your question in the simplest way; | want to help you because you 
want to hale Fctpe tt lcan’t open the door for yOu but you can realize that the door is there. That’s the 
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By Anonymous 


When | was about seven years old, my father took me out behind our house where our backyard met a sort of wooded forest; | 
doubt it could be called that but the woods were thick enough that past a certain point you couldn't see the other side, so we 
collectively called it the woods. By that time | had only tread through there supervised, and my fathers massive, uncoordinated 
steps that hit every possible bump in the path scared away any and all wildlife, so | often believed them to be sterile. So when my 


father told me 


to stop in the grass and pointed downwards, | was in shock to find a dead bird. 


| could recognize the form of a bird of course, | had seen a nature documentary when | was a child in school while a substitute 


covered for our teacher; it was a bird, | didn’t know the name of i 


dashes across 


t tho 


its face. | stared at it quietly, waiting for it to stand up and 


ugh. It was a gray, almost cement like color with small red 
fly away. | asked my father why it wasn’t moving, staring up 


into eyes that feigned sympathy to my naivety; feigned being the focal point. | doubt my father ever felt empathy or sympathy for 


me, much less 


love. | suppose this was his way of trying to teach his ch 


stared up at him for the longest time, and he waited until | was tugging on his pants-leg, begging for an answer. 


vague concep 
‘d hear a sigh 


hoped | hadn’ 


die, and he sa 
that | wanted t 


He looked at n 


sat out there 


He crouched down next to me, in that way fathers do 


asked my father if he liked the bird’s movies, and he 
just die; everyone did. | asked when they‘d be coming back. He sa 
way things were. | asked where they wen 
they died the same way animals did. Sometimes they j 
they never healed. Sometimes they died 


told me to stay outside while he ca 


to their oft sma 


ion of the word. When I'd hear my moth 


seen but | had seen clear as day before he had taken bac 
t, and he said he didn’t know and no one did. It sh 
ust got sick and never got better. 
because they couldn't eat or drin 
e bird died, and he said it hit a window and bro 
rrent conversation, but he took it in a much differ: 


id one day. | asked how th e its 


o leave(| had meant the cu 


ne with concern; be it genuine concern or concern for f ach 


led m 
and stared at the bird. | had been roused out of my bed by my father that morn 


the consequences O 


down so | cou 
given him “lip”. 


grabbing the leg to try and see where 


had just been 


stimulated, the last impulses of nerves 


d get a good look. | wondered if | was going to be punished. Normally when he 
The morning dew pressed against my flannel pyjamas, 
it had been broken. The leg looked complete to me, so | 
this task, the thing twitched. Loo 
kicking the thing, but | couldn’t understand that. It was s 


misplaced. As | set to 


ent light). 


om; | think at the time she was out getting groceries at 


soaking the skin underneath. | to 
tried to readjus 
ing back upon it it was probably jus 


or a groan from either of them depending on who it was. | could gather that much, it wasn’t some 
ooked genuinely angry at me for a brief moment; a brief moment he had 
his composure. He explained to me that actors didn't 
id they never did. | asked why that was; he to 
ifted then, to how peo 
Sometimes they got hurt too much an 


. They died the same as us, he said. | asked if he wou 


leg. | asked wh 


ild’s dea 


ing specifically 


uched 


th on him | wasn’t s 
one of those big gray block stores. 
to see this, and | sat 


d me that was t 
ple die; he 


en I'd die, implori 


ure. 


called mom like this, it meant | h 


and poked the bi 
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A wave of revulsion moved over me and my arm spasmed as the thing was propelled away from me. | crawled cautiously, maki 


sure that in its 
neck was a gre 


alive state it could not harm me; it lay on its back, the leg 
at bloody gash- my father had lain it on its back purposefully. 


Perhaps the thing had broken its leg, but that's not how it died. 


<a 
oe 


Cwo ; OW: 
WIdn't have gotten better, | Know thet" 


=a 


grabbed twisted in a disgusting unnatural way. Across 


but | thought then that my father had made the thing dead-| did not know the word “kill” 


quite yet- instead of what he had told me. 


| couldn't hear what he said to my mother that day over the phone, but | remember going out for 
ice cream that night wheen she came home, and the incident never being brought up again. 


told m 


iid even if he didn’t particularly care for my presence. But | 


ler sons and told me it was dead. “Dead?” | asked; | had a 
ers favorite actor was dead or some sort of cowboy western star was dead, 
thing they enjoyed. 
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My father owned a singular firearm | remember seeing. It was a snub-nosed .38 revolver, one he to 
ten married in ‘94. An old friend had sold i 
apartment together. It was an ugly, mass produced piece that he didn’t trust to hit some 
unday when | was nine and we drove off to 
ece of plywood about chest level, he put my hand on th 
There was no con 
ing silver, an alumi 
pulled down the trigger. The g 
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d punched 
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him, intent on making sure he couldn't say that word to me again whi 
, Was different from the one he had before he reali 


e child | attacked- | lat 
hing. | stated | heard it. We 
school for the latter half of that week wh 
early remember going somewh 
get me a burger after each visit. About 3 w 
read the report a few weeks later when 
when he saw me sitting on the couch he gave me a disgusted look. 
thrown it. He yelled at m 
for the night. About three weeks later m 


t and homeschooled ti 
e kid's intentions. My mother talked extra deli 
divorce was finalized. 
jured- the whole spi 


didn’t much 
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agreed. 
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bickering so when my mother brought up my violen 
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should com 


car and half the 


growing old 


the center of his ch 
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a hold of me once more. 


father and his uncaring 
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ances. My dad called m 
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care to act 


e of that very same mulch cr 
to anyone's presence 
had no actual reference for what the word meant besides whe 
thought | was going 


ce changed to a scream, and | was upon him. | had n 
their throat red, so | took my nail and started dragging it across his Adam 
eep him down. He screamed, loud piercing ones, low cries for help 
ff of him. She grabbed me and took me to the principal's 
the clouds did not clear that day, nor the next or the one after that. 
faggot, and at this he balked; as he gasped | conti 
you get called that you get attacked shortly afterwards. 
eant, and | said | hadn't any idea, except | had seen people get ca 


er learned his name was An 
began a shouting match un 
ile my mother fervently called psychiatrists. | sat in a doctors office about two months a 
office was right next to a fast food place and my mother would 
e doctors gave mom a call. | didn’t know what they said un 
on her desk. | remember my father cam 
t was the same sort of sneer | think | had when | loo 


at excitedly because the 
eeks after my last visit th 
e left it out in the open 


e end of fifth grade. No one ever told me wh 
cately to me while my father was out of the house. Someti 
that field to shoot his 
time | was beginning to grow exasperated at my parents constant 
t being used specifically-she said it was 
g originally meant to protect her, 


tify my fath 


t outburst- 


ure, | did not disagree. She argued that the gun, 
ided over the case agreed. My mother got the .38 revolver and my dad got the 
her grabbed me by the arm; she was 


ot as he le 


ing to take i 
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ften in the first few 


ts first breaths into me, and | escaped and s 


thing past 20 


ust a dry fire. 
t on the end, 
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night. 
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none s 
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me alive before | turned to face 


le he asked if h 
zed what | was doing. 


o knowledge of 


this 
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e had called me a faggot-this 


office, 
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drew or something to that effect-stated 


and said something about a “retarded son” if | remember correc 
ther filed for divorce. 


at | did wrong; 
er had never hit me, he had taken 


remember the term outburs 
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ft the courtroom and my mot 


ed by his lawyer and | was restrain 
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e principal asked n 


me out to 


d me he paid 50 do 
t to him, when he sought protection for th 
feet. | remember because h 
a deserted field, an hour away from home. 
e revolver and showed me how to aim. He 
He said | did good and put 
that being the actual 
not only propel itself out of my hand, but h 
e got me a soda with the advice to tell m 
told mom this and she asked where | made friends. | sa 


e into the h 


tly, and left 


assumed 


lars for 
eir first 
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told me 


bullet. 


that he had not ca 
til he called my mother and she picked me up. | didn’t attend 


had 
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the playground when | was 11, in fifth grade. | wasn't a 
could beat them up. | was sitting on th 
of spring. The memory itself is very clear. A light wind 
t wasn't covered in 
unching outside of my peripheral vision; it was rare other 
a snickering before the child quietly called me a faggot. | 
ash animation, he 


e swings; it was an 


the child. He was maybe an 
er too; had his ploy worked, he would've only had the advantage of surprise. | charged 
e could borrow my swing. The voice he had 


fighting. All | knew is that things were dead 
's apple while he screamed, occasionally 
for about a minute until a teacher came 
near death grip on my arm, turning the 
ne why | attacked him. 
already covered, and 
had to protect myself before he attacked me. The 
led it before they got 
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ugged my father a little bit below 
ed by my mother who had gotten 


When | found the paper i 


t said 


MDD-Psychotic, Autism 


Summary of findings recommendations 


And | didn't know what that meant. No one ever explained what it meant. 


My mother began giving me what | later found out were antidepressants right before sixth grade started, when she shifted me 


back into public schoolin 


g. | didn’t notice any effect-but my mother frequently doted on me after this. Well into 8th grade she 


commented on how respectful and well behaved | was as opposed to when | was younger. | felt indifferent to it, mostly. People 


would often 
as well; days with lunch 
melodramatic monotona 


call me names in the hall, not friends of Andrew as m 


foods | liked, good test grades, bad test grades, 
emotional haze. A particularly sharp memory was 


| can’t remember her name-rather I've sort of erased it; | didn't par 


so over the few years sinc 
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requested; the actors on 
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the time she requested and she messa 


looking at me in a strange manner. The 


on another date. | said | d 
| was a shit-head. All of he 
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their smooth surface, the 
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with clarity that day, as 
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before | ran off. 
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| carried my mothers revolver every 


hidden. She kept it in as 


walks. Those times became all the more frequent 
benefits were nowhere near as good. Drunk one ni 


d the movie theatre was 
el to the road and the properties surrounding 
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ther began buying me books on Botan 
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idn’t much care either way and she started crying. 
r friends gave me dirty looks the next day-my moth 
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ctive smell about them but 
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beautiful muted red under that pale ligh 
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it a total of 5 times in my sophomore year. My life at the time was this 
moment of c 
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arity | experienced at the flowers. When 
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ave so many others. As | clawed at the dir 
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ticularly care for wha 
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ovie that 
ng enjoyable abou 
ged me to go to th 
screen would do something funny and she would laugh 
film credits reeled and as | walked out she asked if | wanted to go 
asked why she was crying, | didn 
er asked how it went and | told h 


uch as people who simply didn't like me. | was indifferent to that 
the time m 
the time | was asked on a date my freshman year. 


y grandfather died; it was all some sort of 


t happened and | don't want to remember it 
d hair and a backpack with band patches all 
Friday night. | asked my mother if | could go- 
t the fact | was asked out-and she agreed to 
e specific theatre. | sat next to her as she 
and | wouldn't. They'd kiss, and out of my 


‘t Say no-and she said 
er it was fine. 


de power lines and a road, a few hundred yards out. It ran 
for miles. | remember, my mother expecting me 
me up. | wandered the area behind the mall for an hour under the 
owers- | didn’t Know their names. Red leaves with a 
the soft leaves gave me the information | needed nonetheless. | think 
utiful; as | wandered back to the parking lot all | could think about was 
t. | wrote m 


to get dinner with her 


y final English project that year on them, and it was 


ter that. She never put a safety on 

er closet; whenever she'd get black out drunk it was relatively 
e lost her job-although she acquired an 
e stared up into my eyes-without express 


indifferent haze, as it had been since middle school, 
my grandmother died and my mother gave me her 


ly grandson)- | buried it out there among the flowers. | remember 
t alittle bit outside-fall was coming and it was beginning to get a 
ind a tree and | put the capsule quickly into the small hole | dug 


it, nor was it particularly well 
easy to sneak it away for my 
ew one the health insurance 
ion or emotion-she said | was 


her burden. | was the burden to my father; that was why he left. She called me a psycho before vomiting on a dress and | went 


back to my room. | remember she cri 


sophomore years she sto 


pped giving me pills. | fee 


ed for a few days every time she looked at me afterward. Partway in the summer after my 
like my mother may have loved me-or perhaps stil 


does-but it is painful. 


Out there-among the flowers lay |. | had come to visit the 4 


ashes to a small degree, but the beauty of the flowers 


was a powerf r.. Over the winter | had gradu 


noticed my feeling fading; my grand 
has been go ime now and | figured | | ght t 
visit that spot. It was the end of fall; snow hadn't yet made | 
appearance but the trees were bare, lifeless; the gr 
bore no color. | stood out there in my coat and lo 


the flowers, dying, most colorless. | heard that cru 


again-| couldn't see that shadow as | had before, but 


around. 


There stood my father; | had not seen him since the court hearing but the time since then weathered him. What was once a 
healthy beard turned into a scraggly stubble, eyes loose and darting, with purple bags almost printed onto his skin. He recognized 


me before | recognized him. 


The flowers were poppies; my mothers botany books told me that much. They had a usage for opium. | think that was why he was 
out here. | couldn't be certain. He had somehow gained weight, lost it, grown haggard yet fat, pale yet all too sun-burnt. His very 
form seemed to radiate a deep, rooted sickness. 


| grabbed the pistol out of my 
pocket and shot him in the 
throat; there were no words 
exchanged between the two of 
us. He was knocked flat on his 
back; gasping for a brief moment. 
| stood over him. 


fieneral 
Botany 


The blood from his throat formed a red line across the length of it, and poured onto the 
poppies. He kept staring at me. Gasping. Not a word came from his lips. | crouched down 
next to him like he did to me as | stared at that bird, and wondered if he even 
remembered me. 


Those uncaring, sneering eyes he once bore at me | could see reflected in his pupils, as 
they began to slow. | hated him. | hated him so much. | pulled the hammer back one more 
time, and | prepared to burst open his skull. He couldn't even tell who | was. | wouldn't be 
surprised if he didn't know he was dying. | cocked the hammer back again, my first effort 
finding an empty chamber, and levelled the bore at his skull. | couldn't pull the trigger 
again | found-I’d splatter the poppies. | let him sit there. There was a good minute of his 
gasping before he quieted down, and eventually his twitching stopped. He didn’t move 
again, like that bird did. 


| called the cops and reported a druggie attacked me. They didn’t question the revolver. 
They asked if | Knew | killed my father. | said | couldn’t recognize him. The prosecution for 
me didn’t have a client that day- his body was at a morgue. My mother pleaded that | 
perceived him as a threat, that | was easily scared, there was something wrong with me. 
The jury pleaded not guilty of murder. | was put in counselling for the next two years. 


| don't go to the poppy field anymore-my indifference has finally returned to me. 


SuburbPunk is |iVvings in a Political and cultural dead-end 
SuburbPunk is owning nothings and pretendins {ike you own 
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everything. SuburbPunk is held. SuburbPunk is: Purgatory. 
SuburbPunk is watchins your neighbor kill his neishbor 
SuburbPunk is watchins your rent raise and beings a stiff 
with a fucking 9 iron. 

wind away from eviction. 

SuburbPunk is the opposite of BurgerPunk architecture- 
SuburbPunk is the 2008 financial crash. SuburbPunk is 
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to blow UP Your neishbors mai tbox.. SuburbPunk is 
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SuburbPunk is havins overweight animals because You cant 
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SuburbPunk is killing Your Peers. 

a comPuter because You live in a neishborhood with nothings 
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, 
THE LAND THAT I SEE 


IN HER EYES OF WATER 
B° - 


Her eyes of water 
eyes of the forgotten sea 
Remind me of home 


Without illusion, all things perish; illusion is itself illumination. I have only ever seen the heavens 
clearly when I have stared into them and became lost in some fantasy, at night if I see clouds of 
blood red they fade into faces of those who I have not known yet I desire to remember. Light itself 
also is an illusion, the sky is nothing but a comedy of lights, each blue and golden ray playing its 
part. There is a land I have not known and yet it returns to me as a vision of fallen leaves becoming 
emeralds, the cracks of stones becoming lost prayers and I hear it in the cries that birds only speak 
with green-tongues in dream. 


I sit alone in my room and search my mind for her face and for her eyes and what dwells behind 
them, each memory and each fantasy passes before me. 


A myriad of spirits encircle me, each one sings the song of a different land, each one the dance of 
their world. One sings a song of sadness and bows his black head, another who’s vestures are 
vermilion and laughs the laugh of friendship. Rainbow light of spirit encompasses me for each eye 
longs for my eye to reflect in theirs, for if I shut my eye} their own gains fire and brilliance while 


my own Darkens and knows nothing in his land of slumbe 
« 


Yet, I am awakened, the sco lifts his head hiddengn shallow waters, the princess bows her 
head, becoming the actress, fe: golden crown loses it lu: , 
I am stung. From the land of slumber I separa but i keep their crest of black circles and tiredhess 
upon my eyes as a token, a memory of nothing. The waters of sleep are bitter but only they can 
brighten the eyes and maybe thengI’ll find that De which glittered as the sea viewed from the 
breathless bay, blessed by a light . needs not the sight of men. 


? ~ 


i ae 


I thirst for you, eyes of water, who’s blue is as the azure curtain decked With an igs the sun 
nters its crucible and gives its brilliance in sacrifice to the angels. 
_» 


 cupbearer who bears ilk and sia given in sacrifice to the thunderer 


ord who’s soul is of the south raised ag horde of titans who’s breath is the 


You are ‘not the dark womat alley, 
everything he has worked for i 


You are not the holy imme 


t of tho 


even the purple garm 


dl —, 


Yet within your eyes of water, I see beyond the pomegranate who’s fruit is a cluster of rubies, into 
the city who’s daughters are of a foreign people and their delight is of themselves, for thrice daily 


are they anointed by a custom secret to me, and thrice daily do they stare into the same sky as I 
and see not a black diadem crowning the earth, they see e stars uster of campfires, 
each one welcoming them to protection and rest. ia sis a 


Yet when the eyes of water are turned from me, the black —" over and over and this is 


the sound of their echo 


no one has heard me in my cry, 
my beads of virgin coral fall, 
as a black bird crows, I am crowned 
with the winter’s black diadem, 
as the laurel falls, the oil dries. 


my soul coils into myriads 


of meaningless shapes known to none, 


s stung when I past the reeds, 
ark waters entered my bones 
and fell out as. tears, which like seeds 
of sadness marked my face with ash, 
and as the seeds grew, ash turned black, 
my face fell ash a and. then black! ~ 


* ‘ 


Though I am a serpent who sees a silver star and longs for its light, biting at its own tail in rage 
and longing, for long is the night when the favored one, the pole star, is obscured. Yet her light 
remains as a bland taste hiding in my mouth, hungry for more. ’ 


And as a deer thirsts for streams of water so also do I lap up my own tears for in them admixed ce 
with the dark waters is also the waters of the great sea, though I lay prostrate with dust as a head 
covering and tears for my meat, I am happy. For I have remembrance of You. 


a serpent sees a silver S 
leaping he longs for Li 
but the light of life see 
as it fades into the dark 


tears of the remembrance of presence Fall, 
rpent bites and maws at his tail. 
i “ says he who’s face is pale, 
ng and upon all bloodfalls. 


covers all 


becomes black 
now empty 
e Snake has his Star 


Yet I enter into anothe1 d with roaring sea and the whole earth is in 
earthquakes and the corpse cold hand 


bosom of death and forgetting, the boso 


The taste is too sweet with putrefaction, decay and longing have beautified the image but have 
robbed the eye of its fiery brilliance. I shall go to her, like A moth along a lone road, upon the air as 
a ghost, though a sense grows deeper upon me of something near, but lost 


though I approach her home I am filled with the scent of mourning and of myrrh, the bitterness.¢ 
the willow pounding his hands in sadness as the wind’s whistle commands him. 


As I look through her window I see not a lamp’s =. but the darkness of emptiness, my 
heart is a ball of wax melted, I am water poured out, for as I enter I do not find her and as I try to j 
leave Ic epart from her room. 


I see her passin 
hands, and with 
candle. 
heir funeral March as a flock of carrions encircling me, each face looking upon me. 
forth tears so also is their candle extinguished and I am forgotten. 


The last candle remains and I see her eyes of water, for a momen 
her eyes, and as a great sea is churned by the dragon in its dep 
cataracts and as a cataract did the eyes of water fall from her and 


living flame. ” 


so was extinguished the 


: > ¢ 
an - ~ 
~ _ 
All things now darken, even her lustral water have lost their lustre and have forsaken this world. . 
Only i remain in a dark room staring out at an 1 ob layer of black. os 


a = —— 
in a of all,.only the presence of my : remains reflecting the invisible light which 


pervades that primeval darkness, my own iris becomes invisible and even I become absent. * 


“* 

In the absence of my absence, a new ee becomes pres I am within a sphere offppel fire, I am % 
like silver purified by the furnace. Memory of each face a image are turned into ash which | \ 
mixes with the true Sea, the sea of space and tir A oe, 

_ “— 
Before my eye passes the'stream of images, nes, waters, serpents, bells, jewels, youth passing ™ 
into old age, the cry of a bird at night heard at a distance, a forgotten doll, a drink I had never 
finished,and a morsel ghat had fell from ones mouthvand was lost, each light and each st *, flame . 


against flame}lightning against lightning, each image condensed into my sphere of fire i each 
filled my own 1 eye mth a new brilliance and each flash washed away the old and pos it i. again. 
The flame and sphére itself eritersemy eye and everything becomes very still, the brightness of my 
eye blinds me for a little while but gradually dims. : 


As I grow accustom to the light, I look and see that I have returned to a land I have never known. 
their funeral March as a flock of carrions encircling me, each face looking upon me. As they give forth 
—e- 

tears so also is their candle extinguished and I am forgotten. 

| ee 

° > 4 
The last candle Temains and I see her eyes of water, for a moment I se e sea of eternity roar in her 
eyes, and as a great sea if churned by the dragon in its depths so was her eyes, clouded, cataracts and as 
y 


, . .,. 7 
a cataract did the eyes of wate fall go nce so was extinguished the last living flame. 


remain in a dark room staring ¢ gut at ano n of black. 


j > ’ 
All things now darken, even her te lost their lustre and\have forsaken this world. Only i 
_ 


in absence of all, only the\prée e e my ow la remains reflecting the invisible light which pervades 
that primeval daring my ct . 


with the true Se a of space and time. 


- ” 
Before my eye passes the stream of images, flames, erpents, | 7 Revels, youth passing into old 
age, the cry of a bird at ie heard at a distance, forgotten « rink I had never finished and a 


morsel that had fell from ones mouth and was each ion m each star, “flame against flame, 
lightning against lightning, each image condensed into my sphere of fire and each filled my own eye 
with a new brilliance =e flash washed away the old and made it new again. — : 


~ -* ‘ * 


The flame and sphere 7 enters my. eye and waging becomes very still, the brightness ofsm: 
blinds me for a little while but gradually dims. 


As I grow accustom to the light, I look ahd see that I have returned to a 
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In the Tribune des cane Devil Nations 
| ‘While memories bleod and madness are- refused 
_ The mye of the blue- eyed Atlantis-was omly a-fairy.tale 
ea ~~. Dumpster Crack-Cocaine 
‘.Movie.Grounds, Media Striptéase 
a Succupus Anal Dilation 
pik Attos myself. * 
| ; entity soul picture 
| * learn hate angel crack. * 
bie Enteric a predators of ‘totalitarianism’ 
: SOrcerous: communism - , 
* the geared tech- “organic 
orobes into concrete Fhoth: 
-soultess Void; Terra Firtna 
- Saintly réliance in the archo?tic - 
, substructure of the Devil's destiny recognition 
Vagrant Archimedes 
; transmission Initiation 
‘chain’ the Knowing 


Hidden: faith ‘and encoded corti si 

-unSeen.visions ~ ‘Ge 

The unknowable continues opening . 

envisaged from ‘transmitter’ arudition - 

gontact-recognition | hallucination _ 

counter-spirjtual Situations 

‘God's frozen musation, spirit 

‘spirit mutation, . 

‘Earth God! 's'Spuit searching» 

‘Brochian, traces+, .. 0 7. eee eee 

. Boundless perceivable’ Bartality,” ee ee 

. * bodily inits resistance. - peers 
_ Gontention. in the space eect ine Beane deities a 
<History left behind at most a folk whe , ae 
you've osyoped: you: 

zs that's.a. stretch = holy thought 
your radiation iS interttion 

. Undertow of Destiny : - 

se accepts Rite tuniversal : 
ithis. was of rites 7 
fAunaan Existence of creation interpreted 
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Is this the one? 


a SEE. 
a. ig 


le whose 


WNside to the job 
fee all day is the 


i 
ye Frequency 
: a O shifts. It’s 
u - Th elihood that 
- ; ! sporting in is 
af | It if} they do, then 
j | yns are on the 


for are sound. 
afeWwmonths so 

WN sl and send the 
W,... There was this 


Mom says dinner is ready 


woh 


They are all out there 


With their framed pictures of Eisenhower in their neat V.A. offices 


eir Bernie Sanders buttons 


Getting ready to go to their father-in-law’s surprise 65th birthday party 


In Muscatine 


They get a shot from the government the first of the month 
Shuts them down for 24 hours 
They drive from Phoenix to New York without a driver's license 
Never had one in 51 years 


If it has wheels, they can move it 


30 day life expectancy 
, e ' er : 


Finding, disarming, arming, and planting explosives for the Merrres: alles 


They pay for his motel and give him some spending money 


bee tt : : 
a Polak! = 5 = 
eoccmmmaaewerenre | N@Y'V Seen your CEO Ps a ie a 


‘ 
se 


There are other people around but they don't seem to understand who you are and what is 


| Happening eC ~ 


Everything gets louder like a garbage truck outside your window waking you from a dream 


“ “You open your eyes in time for work even though it's Saturday with a bag of tortillas next to 


Your bed 


Pretty Plain 


I used to race toy cars down the driveway, hotwheels, matchbox and the like. Gravity makes great toys. Newton 
knew this, right after that lemon fell on his head, the first thing he does is go and make a fortune off of 


“newton’s” 


cradles selling them to kids claiming he invented the forces involved. Anyway, I had my few 
underdog cars, the beat-up, crooked, novelty cars, and I would always race them against the new stuff, the hot 
stuff. Usually it went as expected, and that was fine, but every now and then the pavement would fare just right 
and the little car that could would become a champion. The neighborhood kids didn’t get it, and mom would 


tell me to just throw the broken cars out, but like they always say, when life gives you lemons. 


This attitude towards toy cars no doubt grew in me as I reached the age for real ones. There was something 
about a reliable used Toyota Camry that just irked me the wrong way. Two years and two old BMWs later, I 
had ingrained in me traumatic memories of heat gauges, unable to take my eye off them even as a passenger. 
Weird German car parts haunted my nights like a late for school dream. I’m sorry Mr. Radiator but I forgo>no 
please anything but the heat, please don’t... One hot summer day, during my_college#years;the artsy hoe from 


philosophy 101 was blowingyme in the back seat of my 1970-BMW 02, and it didn’t feel like it should have. The 


parallel lines of my.orgasm and the e car-temiperature gauge crossed_atsthey wrong time in my mind and I was-left — 
gasping for air,-aixious, limp” dick, sweating all ovensthé ‘leather. My therapist thought it was funny, but there 
was nothing-funny about it. One day, tited @ for his worthless sessions I stole his notebook and teft him — 
for good. It wag filled with weird doctom es thai_I slowly-deciphered sitting in the sunbaked car before 
driving home. You want to know-what they said? Life véry impotent after “lemon laid”. _ 


Performance anxiety is killer, especially within, it can catch you anywhere and it tends to seep 
into weird situations, like ordering coffee fromathe cute ginl at Dunkin Donuts omSinging happy birthday-when 
not aevoncgeeem Ns The pervasive level reached all came to a head infthis weird dreariI had. In it, I 
was the freshest, neweSt star on Saturday Night Live. It was my first day/and I was Molding a little paper 
itinerary, desperately trying tobe at the right set at the right time. Everyone else was Tina Fey. You=might 
think, that\souhds kind of-fun, well, you’d be-wrong,.think about it. Tina Fey is/known. for snaking funcor 
herself, thee is a whole show aboUrt, you-look at her and say wows I’m more comfortable“about being me, 
Now imaginethere ~are-hundreds of them watching you, making faces, scolding you, grimacing when-your one- 
liner doesn’t hit, when you have to look down to read_the joke off your paper, when you’fe late to the nexWset\ 
and the show is LIVE FROM NEW YORE! During the music break a majestie choir of|/Feys-tese' up Vow the 
studio audience and sang in crimson light contrasted by darkened sets and a ‘now grim east. T coul dnt a it / 
anymore, I was on the ground crumpled, crying pitifully, why won’t she relate, why can’t she undérstand?_B 
then.the true Fey stepped forward, from the homogony of the choir. She knelt down and held ne Hy heffarms 
kissing=the top.of my head as only a mother could. I reciprocated by holding her breasts like a» ' papbaly 
shouldn2edo, but it was okay, it was Tina Fey, she thought it was funny. At the same time the choir 

swelling, aftdsthey sang: when Liz gives you Lemons, grab them, don’t let them get awaaaaaay. 


— 


V% / | 


y, 
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Not to i aL i , but jerking #.to 30 Rock really seémed to 
aoe out. ‘irig, sai e episodes. This was back in the day where 
Malinternet-wasit quite big enough to have everything yet..On top of 
ow how to spell, 6rspelled_wrnog on EOS Tania file names: 
eee but the aciiial cQatent. It didn’t.stop me though, Tmiademy own program to search for 


each =i =p of each character roe that was even guehtly relatedstothe show. It was through these 


seta ity na 

ae 
} they say: 

Pad z 
ze don’ t understand 

Vind I start-to complain that there’sno rain 
All Tean i do is havea Uninkiht ihe shade 
And it rips my life away 
Lemonade. ™ 
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Pretty Plain 
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20x 


The market knows where it is at all, times), it knows this because it knows 

where it isn’t. By subtracting where it is rom where it ‘isn’t; or where it isn’t 
from Where it is, whichever is greater, it obte i a difference, The BlackRock nITNTTEASHTEA 
Aladdin system uses differences. to generate ¢ rre iit iota to drive the Hi } i} Hh Ht i] Hii iH 
market} from) a position where) it wasn’t! @ position where it now. is. PUAN ORLY 
Sonat ntly, the price where it wasis now the bee where itjisn't: ||) 


In the event ih the price where. itlis now is not the price where it wash Aull 
system has cquired - a variation (variations are caused by non-market 
factors, and. the discussions-of these factors are not considered to be within 
the scope of ie advertisement). The variation being the difference between 
where the! market is “and where the market wasn't. If variations are 
considered to be a significant factor, it, too, may be corrected for by the use of 
the Aladdin system. | However; f for this to take place, the market must know 
where it was, also. - i 

’ r— tiati salts | 

The "thought process” of Aladdin is as follows: because a variation has 

di ed some-of the information whic wear has obtained, it is not sure 


‘sure rere it-was and also. pat it wasn’ t. It now subtracts 
: should be from.where it wasn't (or vice. versa) and by differentiating 

h the algebraic difference between where it shouldn't be|and where it | 
was, it els able. to obtain _the difference Me between its deviations ‘and its 515) 


ane stone walls om ete Ve xico 
With girls an - 
And cigars 


Glimbs up the slope (@Aageaeie 
SOUNGNCE EO mae yet bircs 
From afars 


Dont kill me. 
Post Punk 


Whenever | finish up and that smell, wet, mildly distasteful yet ever so bland sticks to me 
| can remember your face in clarity; 
Washing the guilt and the stains and my self loathing out in the area between where my stomach ends and my 
dick begins and that smell sticks to me even after | wash it away 
| can hear your voice again. 
| can hear those words you would say to me late at night, circles perpetually stuck under my eyes as | repeat my 10 
AM to 2 AM sleep schedule, getting ever so mentally degraded constantly 

the words of affirmation, of affection, 
the tears you would blare out across the microphone that | couldn't tear off my own skin like.p 
Guilt. Did | do something wrong? aE 
The anger you would spread across me and set a match too, - 
I'd go to bed with my structural integrity broken because | made you frustrated “@™ 
Whenever | open up a computer, or a phone or a console oS 


how you've probably changed and | was never there to witness it. 
| start to tear up. | can't cry. | can cover myself in guilt and that bland smell but | can't ever Cover my face 
Something gave me a eyelid vasectomy in my sleep 
| can remember your face when | cum or every time those tears start to get close to welling 
Or whenever someone mentions an old story about you 
Or when | see someone who looks like you. ” ae ; 
| can see your hair, short, torn, ripped out in your own anxious fits but still maiffeaining a cohesive style I 
bunker meant to survive a blast : 
flow across your face; thin, dye-damaged 


7 
Si 
ar 


eed 


don't kill me 
please don't remove me from your memories 
| don't want to die 
‘tes | don't want to be forgotten 
‘ | know | can only recollect you when my heart rate slows down and | see myself covered in a disgusting reminder 
r of sexuality or it soeeds up and | can feel every agony played over 
but | don't want to be forgotten 
| associate you with those moments where we would 
tell each other the things we'd do and moan as we would play them out with our own hands 
and then I'd go to take a shower and as the water warmed and | sat outside it, I'd look at myself 
in my bare skin, 
folded, too pale, too tan, 
| can't recognize myself in a mirror, my face is foreign. 
that smell stuck too me in the shower until finally the 
scolding 
hot 
water 
washed all those memories away and | would be left with.a boiled man walking out of the shower 
wii looking at himself 
: «and putting onclothes so he could stop being reminded of you 


i 
| please don't yell at me 
$ 


Eddie Vow Holew 


You were the antiquarian of driving a Thunderbird out 
of a high school parking lot on a crisp Thursday 
afternoon while your girl hands you your first Miller 
Lite of the weekend. 


You were the turbine spinning as people cheer so hard 
on Daytona’s infield that rolled up Playboys fly out of 
the back pockets of old Levis. 


You were the solar panel soaking up the relaxed 
excitement of a first step taken on a killer Wichita 
morning. 


You were the tap in the tree of life for every $100 bill 
found on the ground, calculus exam slayed with a 71, 
and cold drink of water. 


You were a dream catcher ready for fleeting moments 
of vigor, the warm breeze of exuberance. Ready to ride 
them like a twisting bull and preserve them in crashing 
waves. 


You will rue what you have done 


I was a 20 year old lad a month ago feeling gloomy from my 
country's lock-downs and my idleness. It was in this dampness that I 
spotted a peculiar post on /lit/ where I drown lost hours by talking 
about books so i don't have to read them. It was /lit/'s very own 
magazine. Being a excessively poor computer science undergrad I 
am furiously turned on by anything open source and immediately 
contributed some half good poetry that I made. You can only 
imagine my joy at hearing that my poem was accepted by the big 
Uncle Anon in charge of the whole project. Who knows what he does 
if he runs something like this in his spare time , he might be some 
hot shot editor for a local magazine and he thought my poem was 
OK (he even gave it a kekkk, that's 3 k's right there). Every day for 
the next month or so I check /lit/ to see if the new edition is out. 
Skip to today the day after a disastrous birthday that went sour 
from friends that changed to much in the other colleges. Figure I 
haven't checked whether that new edition is out yet. I see it on the 
website. Excitedly scroll through the new brightly covered pages of 
the /lit/ magazine. I'm gonna show my girlfriend what I've done and 
she will be so proud and we will passionately kiss in front of the 
monitor. You can imagine my melancholy Uncle Anon, I don't even 
have to say it but you knew what happened ,it was never there. Why 
Uncle Anon ,why? You gave it a kekkk Uncle Anon I just don't 
understand. One day I will be rich from my college education then 
I'll show you. Now every time you see someone rich and college 
educated you will think "perhaps that's that college educated anon 
whose poem I didn't add to the /lit/ magazine" ,and you will turn 
our from knowing that there is one life you could not ruin like your 
Or perhaps I will keep on contributing to your magazine until I 
he sole best contributor and then one day I will abruptly stop. 
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ne vibrate, just as he was setting it 

e. With an easy motion he flipped it around, 

posted a picture, Clicking the notification he 

‘ture, and liked it. “You know there’s a new app for 
said nonchalantly. “How long do you think my nachos 


on't know, ten minutes. What, a new photo app?” he replied, 
ondering if there was room on his phone. 

“No, | found an app that likes pictures, and replies to notifications and 
shit,” Tommy explained. “You really think ten minutes, it’s an appetizer 
the whole point is they come out fast.” 
“So what, it just does all your social media automatically?” 
“Basically.” 
“But wouldn't that mean the app has full permissions to read every 
message you get.” 
“| think you can change what it replies to, like just liking pictures, or 
even replying to messages.” 
“| would just let some program talk for me, how does it even do that?” 
“Some machine learning Al server.” 
“Great so it's beaming all of my private information to their own server, 
sounds real above board,” Joseph objected. 
“What do you think your phone does anyway, you're an idiot if you think 
every message you send doesn’t end up in at least two government 
servers, and twice as many corporate.” 
“So you have it?” Joseph asked, trying to cut Tommy's rant off at the 
pass. 
“Yeah, | had to download the .apk, it’s not on any storefront.” 
“No red flags there,” Joseph muttered. “Turn on message replying, lets 
see how smart it is.” 
“Sounds fun,” Tommy pulled his phone out of his pocket, and fiddled 
with it for a moment. “Alright try it.” 
‘What's up man’ he texted. They waited eagerly, staring at the phone on 
the table. “This is dumb, why is it taking to long?” he asked. 
“| think it takes a random amount of time to respond, so it doesn’t look 
like you're to eager.” Tommy answered. 


They were distracted when the nachos arrived, and halfway through his 
phone buzzed. “Not much, how bout you.” Joseph read aloud. 
“Thinking about movies, what's your favourite?” he narrated, sending 
the message. “See how it handles that,” he said, confident he could 
outsmart the app. 


They were surprised when it replied almost immediately. “Guess we're 
in conversation mode now,” Tommy commented, looking at his phone 
on the table. 


“Con-air, truly above board in every aspect.” Joseph read, knowing that 
was Tommy's favourite. “Spooky.” 


“That sounds familiar,” Tommy mulle 

| tweeted something like that a while back’ 

and scrolled through it. “Yeah back in June, the e 
“Okay then, let’s see it handle this.” Joseph sent 
waited. Tommy's phone buzzed twice. 


“It says important message, please handle personally. Very fun 

said with mock humour reading the message. “I too am madly in 

with you. Still you have to admit it’s pretty cool.” 

“| guess, but what's even the point of having Instagram if | let a bot 
look at all the pictures.” 
“So you don't have to waste time with the upkeep of a dozen friends all 
wanting a tiny bit of your attention.” 

“So this morning when you commented wow on my breakfast.” 

“That was the bot, at most | would've liked it, but you felt good from it,” 


Their food arrived, and conversation ceased as they ate. When they 
were finished Joseph glanced at his phone which had three 
notifications. “Okay, do you have a link to app,” Joseph surrendered. 


“| can send it to your cloud, then just install it from there,” Thomas told 
him. Joseph watched the file arrive, Sysyphys.apk. “Sysyphys, isn’t that 
an STD?” Joseph asked. 

“| think it's supposed to Sisyphus, but spelled with y's to be techy.” 
“That's the, uh,” Joseph paused as he tried to recall the definition. 
“Greek guy, pushed the boulder.” 


“It's a fable to illustrate how pointless life's struggles are, or the 
cruelty of gods, or something along those lines. He would push the 
boulder but every time the mountain got bigger or the boulder rolled 
back down, point is he was stuck doing a meaningless task for 
eternity, Ala push notifications.” 

Joseph installed it and set the bot to liking posts on all the photo 
apps. It informed him that it would continue his activity following his 
previous actions. The next day when he woke up, after ten minutes 
scrolling through twitter he changed it to include twitter. That was 
when Sysyphys informed him that it could author tweets, then have 
him sign off on them. That seemed convenient, so he allowed it, but by 
the end of the day after checking a half dozen replies, he decided that 
the program wrote so innocuously that it could just do it automatically. 
Whenever some miscellaneous app bothered him, he would just put it 
on Sysyphys’s load. It was only after his phone buzzed with Sysyphys 
telling him there was an important message, that he realized he had 
barely lifted his phone all week. 


The man stood on the beach. The beach belonged to him as much as any man could own anything. There he 
reached out with a stout stick, and drew a line in the sand. “No one will cross this line, this is where I will 
stand, and none shall be allowed to pass.” He watched the tide, and looked up at the sky, and was content. A 
snake approached, he wore a fine suit tailored to fit, and his scales were black and bright red. Despite his 
fancy dress the snake seemed hollow in some way. “You will let me pass,” it ordered. 


“No this is my line, and no one will cross it,” the man replied. 
“Very well then,” The snake drew out his wallet. “How much will it cost for you to let me pass.” 


A In his earlier days the man would have accepted that, taking a fair sum. After all what did the line really 
: matter. Even a few years previous he would have named an outrageous sum, something the snake wouldn’t 
possibly pay, but now with this line, on this day, nothing could move him. “There is nothing any could offer 
that would cause me to let you cross this line,” he rebuked. 


p “Feh, be this way you fool,” the snake hissed. “I could have given you all the money in the world, made you a 
os, - god among the stars, granted any wish.” 
— “I have no wish, only the will to see this line is not crossed.” 


f if You may have reached the other side, but it remains true that you didn’t cross my line, merely circumvented 

es , , : 
you are useless you admit, a mere pebble in my path. 

“And if there were a thousand men beside me?” The man questioned, 
“Then I would walk around them to.” 
“But a thousand thousand, each with a line in sequence stretching around the world?” 
“Then I would find one that could be bribed.” 
“You couldn't cross my line, what leads you to believe you could cross any.” 
“Bah, I waste my time I am already past you, and you cannot stop me if you hold the line.” 
“I have but one purpose, to hold the line.” So the snake st ed away leaving g the beach once again peaceful 
and undisturbed. The man d the ‘hing tl ; ae me ES 


A bull approached, pure black and glistening with sweat. Muscles rippled under it’s skin, it.was as tall as the 
man, and. many times more powerful. Horns,curved:out.to either side, as-thick as the mans fist, and with 
deadly points: “Step aside,” the bull’ bellowed: 


“T cart, this is my‘tine and none may cross it.” 
“(have crossed. many,such lines, and trampled stronger men then you.” 
» “You will have to trample meas well, I will not be moved 


The bull roared and charged forward. The man did his,best to fend it away with.his stick, butthebu 


I y n, eac time for: at bi 
lunged the stick into the 


sa 


anc il be sparec rns.” | 2] s hes 


iakerere . ; , _— ww ——— 
dh - - 
~ The man stood firm, and with bellow.the bull ran at him, The bull cxpected the man to dodge away tothe left — > 
Ee... ‘or HBht. as all Whom he had tramplegdhefore had, but the ier not move. So the horns landed to either = 
ee side of his chest, and couched themselves below his*armpits™"ic_bull was enragéd“and*with @ twist of his 
neck sent the man flying over him. This saved him from trampling so the man escaped from the encounter 
2-- relatively unharmed, having landed on the soft sand. “There and now I am past, and it is for naught but luck 
that you still breath,” the bull crowed. 


The man returned to the stick where it marked the line, and redrew the trampled line. “You may have crossed 

the line, but I did not allow it.” 

“No man can stand against my strength, you accomplish nothing standing there, wasting your life.” 

~~ “But if I had a thousand man standing behind me?” ‘4h 

‘ae “Then I would trample’each of you.” - 
“But if they were not armed with a simple stick like I, but instead had each had sharp sword?” 
“Then I would gather my friends and a thousand bulls would make short work of your army.” 
“But which one of you would go first, I think you would find no volunteers in the herd of bulls.” 7 
“Bah, I waste my time I am already past you, and you cannot stop me if you hold the line.” 

\ “T have but one purpose, to hold the line.” So the bull stormed away, leaving the beach once again peaceful and 
undisturbed. The man stood there watching the tide rise. 


A bird approached, beautiful with all the colours of the tropics. It circled over head before 
landing in front of the man. “What is the point of this line?” 

“T will not allow anyone past it,” the man answered. 

“But I flew over it many times before, even just now I crossed it while circling.” 

“I cannot stop you from flying over it, for it is not within my power but I care little for what I 
cannot do.” 

“So you will let the birds fly across, and the insects crawl beneath.” 

“Perhaps below is an insect with its own line, and above you will find another bird holding 
you behind it’s line.” 

“T think not, it is not the nature of such creatures to hold the line, only fools such as yourself 
do.” 

“I warn you to not try and cross the line within my reach, back away and be high in the sky 
before you try to cross. I will stop those I can, and in doing so know I have given it my all.” 
“Why not abandon this fools quest, the tide is rising, and if you follow me I can lead you to a 
paradise, a place of honeyed milk, and ease, where the thought of lines will not come to 
you.” 

“If I forgot this line, I would forget myself. I have committed all my will to this, and have 
none left to be swayed by honeyed words. I have but one purpose to hold the line.” 

“Very well.” The bird flapped it’s wings, and took to the air passing over the line high above 
the man, leaving the beach once again peaceful and undisturbed. The man stood there 
watching the tide rise. A 


The tide rose higher till it washed away the line. The man redrew it, but with every wave it 
was washed away. Soon the waters were so high that they covered the line always. No matter 
how deeply the man dug the line the constant motion of the water would slowly erode it. A 
fish, with plain grey scales, and without any defining feature that would let someone 
determine its species, approached the line. “What are you doing?” 
“I’m holding the line.” 
“What line?” The fish swam down. “Is this supposed to be a line, this indent?” 
“Veo 
“Why not go further back to where the tide hasn’t reached, surely that would serve your 
purpose better.” 
“This is not the first line I have drawn, many times before I’ve done this. Each time when the 
tide rose I pulled away and found another place further back to draw the line.” 
“So do that again.” 
“This is my last line, perhaps I grow tired of retreating, or the land back further is too 1 
for my liking, both are true I suppose. I will remain here.” 
“But the line cannot be seen below the water, I can barely even see where it was on close 
inspection.” 
“True, but the tide as it comes in, it must again come out. If that takes a day then I will stay 
here waiting for that. Even if it takes a decade I will remain.” 
“You are a man } you. cannot stay in the waters for so long a time.” 
“I will hold the line, and when I die my bones will mark the spot, so that those who come 
after will know someone else held the line.” 
“Then you are a fool, and I will be on my way.” The fish swam { but the mans hand 
r ae out and caught it. 
$7, “Just because you ou can no longer see the line, doesn’ tine I do not know where it is, or.that. 
“it meant a es -Lhave Bul Ee: hold th ne es 


man fire he fish away. and held the line that only, he 
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>>OP 
rate my bedroom &amp 


A Town by the Beach; or, Anon-Oedipus 


T’ve sat down at a table with my dear friend, he doesn’t have a name. Guy I knew knew a girl who didn’t 
have a name either, had to pick one. He also knew a lot about this one game, town with no name. He 
wouldn’t stop talking about how it replicated scenes from a few different western movies. He knew so much 
about media, media analysis, and literary shit. Used to browse /lit/ a lot, and he said he was partially 
responsible for a lot of the charts there. He had hundreds of them on his computer, he said before he left the 
place. He was a really smart guy, I think he’s taking college courses on linguistics right now but a family 
history of alcoholism sort of fucked him over. 


There’s two porcelain tea cups there on this table, stuff I took out of my mothers cupboard, steaming. The 
shitty wooden chairs keep grinding when I move them forward or backwards. It takes me a few minutes of 
chair screeching while we sip the tea awkwardly to figure out where I like my legs to rest, on account of their 
length. Finally, I start to talk to him. 


Had a dream I was the leader of a cowboy gang, sort of like Blood Meridian. 
That so? 


Yeah. I had this crew of cowboys, recently I’ve been watching a lot of anime about mercenaries and reading 

more cowboy literature so I think this was sort of a response. I was the leader, like I said previously. My men 

had an issue with me. I’d never execute hostages or shoot prisoners. And I said I didn’t know why I did it. 
Eventually I found a tied up hostage, and I shot him in the skull. I had one of those old cap and, ball, ook Pe 
revolvers, this must’ve been before the advent of the single action and what not. They didn’t ask anythingg~’ 
after that. I think I woke up sometime afterward. You know, I had a dream last night too. This one I was a 
just walking around a»theatre, and I had to piss. I brought out a glass cup, like one my ae has and 
I kept trying to piss bufthe piss wouldn’t¥eome out. And I kept pushing and then I wake up and I thought 
“oh fuck my brain is trying to stop me from pissing myself, I only have one good pair of underwear. Shit.” 
and then I got up and used the restroom. I was supposed to go to work that day, but I wasvsick as shit... 
Sinuses were so clogged and draining I could barely feel my throat. So I called in and told my boss, he was 

fine. 


That was this morning, right? You told me you normally go to work on Saturdays. 


Yeah that was this morning. So I just wandered around for a bit and browsed /k/. My favorite thread that I 
had a few ideas for was archived which I was kind of sad about, but it’s ok. Soon enough they’ll be another 
one. We haven’t had a /k/ sins thread in a while. I still think my favorite response to one of those was a guy 
who said he gave his neighbors wife his .22 mini revolver, one of those real tiny types in ange for her 
guzzling an entire bottle of soda and burping on his cock. Have you ever heard of 120 days of sodom? 


No, don’t think so. 


It was this really fucked up novel, one of those old classics that pseuds read. I can’t remember the specifics, I 
never read it, but people talk about it occasionally. It wasn’t published until like 100 something years after it 
was written. Anyways, it was an early porn novel but it was just...completely degenerate. Sometimes I think 
people write their own little 120 days in those threads. 


Nervous chuckles. He’s doing that one tone wheeze he does when I say something stupid. Or not stupid, just 
something out of his expertise. I don’t like to think of it but ever since he got that ex-christian girlfriend he’s 
becoming something of a normie. He’s still my best friend of course, but christ if she isn’t a bad influence on 
him. 


He slides a glass contraption across the table to me. There’s something there, in that little container. I never 
learned the terminology for this sort of thing. My brother would probably know the terms for it. I forgot the 
exact procedure, so he lights the little area under it and the water starts boiling. He tells me how to inhale 
again. His favorite example to use is asthma inhalers since he knows I was on one of them for most of my 
elementary and middle school years. It works and I can already feel my head getting a bit buzzy. I’m not sure 
if it’s my weight, or my height, or something about my autism bugaall weed ever did was make me buzzy and 
somewhat dizzy. I was always told I looked like I was reliving ietnam war when I got high, staring off 
into space. I think I was just thinking and that’s how it looked. Originally when I started looking into a 
schizophrenia diagnosis my therapist said medical marijuana might help with the lighter symptoms. 


You sure I won’t be high when my parents get back? 

Yeah man, I’m sure. Even if you are you can keep your composure I think. Pass it back here. 

Do you have a driver home? I can’t take you back, we have to cross that bridge and that always fucks me up. 
Yeah, I can call an uber or something. 

Oh yeah. Hadn’t considered that one. 2 


I sat down and tried to think of something ,fo*#alk Igy. Unsurprisingly I had_a bit of a fog over my 
though in rt 
ghts. Something clicked and I was yappi oe oy : 


- ~ 
. (A 


He cougfied, hard this time. Must’ve burnt bad. 


So, I have this idea for & (One 


Yeah? Tell me. 


So like, it’s a subversive sci-fi cyberpunk gun-porn novel. Lots of description of machinery, realistic shooting 
descriptions. My years as a gun autist are gonna come in handy. It’s not just shitty baseless cyberpunk, neon 
lights and none of the substance. It?s a commentary. Or not a commentary. I don’t think it’s really anything 
but fiction, actually. I think ’m putting something into it to try and I guess get it out of me. Like vomiting. 
Writing is just vomiting, right? 


He was laughing again. I didn’t think it was all that funny, but I hadn’t seen him in a few months so I 
laughed along. 


Yeah. It’s just vomiting man. Keep telling me about it. 


Alright. So the main guy, he sees shit all the time. He’s a good shot and all, but it just isn’t a good world, 
right? The material conditions of his world are horrible. And it’s subversive. I’ve tried to explore it in my 
other writings, where there’s just senseless, graphically detailed violence, but I want to go all out. There’s fat 
whores, businessmen full of bugs that crawl all along their machined guts. Lots of gun description. 
Characters who just can’t be redeemed. People from real life. 

I don’t think that’s what subversive means, it isn’t just gross-out humor but made sophisticated. You’re 
supposed to go against good tastes and the ideas of the day. 


I don’t think we have any ideas. 


P 


- kept thinking about my scene. You remember my ex? Not the 


2 


He hit the bong again. Every time I heard that water boiling all it could remind me of was boiling ramen, the 
sort I would make back in high school when I was hungry. Every time my mom would say “you can’t have 
that everyday. It’s chock full of MSG” or something and I’d get pissed off because she said this every time I 
had ramen. I’d toss all sorts of stuff into it. I would chop up onions, put in garlic powder, old bay, 
worcestershire pretty frequently. The bong reminded me of something else I think. 


I wasn’t gonna write that stupid shit gun porn thing. I figured maybe I should vomit it all right here. There 
was a lot of acid reflux in my throat already, a guest of that burning feeling alongside my shitty eating habits. 
I had talked with this friend plenty of times before about this sort of thing. But couldn’t hurt to do it in this 
state. Maybe those idiot stoners had a point about emotions. —_ 


So like, have you ever watched End of Evangelion? I can tell my speech is starting to degrade a bit, bare with 
me. 


You’re still using the word “degrade”. I think your speg 


the end of the film. I think it’s right before 
Ffe has Rei on top of him, right and he just 


Whatever, I can tell a difference. Anyways. The 
the whole “disgusting” bit. Anyways, Shinji is in 
talks abo orf being right. Eventually ¢ 
them, Kaworu, the gay one is there. At one point Shinji 


ist talking while different scenes play behind 
ust laying on Rei’s lap and asking if things are 
going to hurt again. She assures them they will and then Kaworu says something about “the words “i love 
you “”. And’If'remember the second time I watched the film I cried. Or I was close to crying at the very least. 


a 
Nazi sympathizer one, not the one who didn’t do anything wrong, the one who broke you. Yes I know it 
hasn’t been that long since I was there. 


as “Yeah, It felt long to me. I don’t know. For a solid few months, I think this was after the original shock 


period. This was the time when she and I would occasionally comment on each other’s posts asking a 
question or something. Things got worse around that time again. 


Yeah, I remember anon. 
Yeah. I remember I sobbed for the first time in 3 years when I saw her face one time. 
Faggot. 


Heh. Whatever. This was when 3.0+1.0 was coming out. I remember I had forced a few of my friends to 
watch the entire series, end of eva(which I had already seen once) and the rebuilds(Which I had not seen) 
with me so we could get prepared to watch the new film sometime in January. One of their dads had a 
bootleg app on his TV, so a few weeks after it was in theatres I would take a bus or a train down there and 
over a weekend I’d stay at his house and watch the film in person, since they all lived down there and I was 
the only one around my area of Florida. That town was really pretty. 


I could feel a few of my motor controls fading or losing their soft touch. I figured I should just resign myself 
to it now and I sat down on the couch. 


So like, it was one of those places that doesn’t have much too it. Just a beach, a mall. A real beach town. It 
was beautiful though. Plenty of places like that in this state. Anyways, she lived down there too, she was 
friends with all of them which is how I met all of them originally. 


I remember you tried to enlist me to go down there and visit her twice since you couldn’t drive. 
Each time it didn’t work. 


Yeah. Shame of that, but it didn’t change anything really. But I was gonna go see her. I was gonna talk 
things out with her, I think'my psychoanalyst said it might be good to confront the source of that unresolved 
pain. I was surprised that I could find a weekend to go. Took a night bus, got there sometime around 6 or 7 
AM. I think I had sent hér one message about me coming down and wanting to talk and she said she was 
fine with the concept. I was surprised she got up that early. We were still in school around then, and she was 
one of those people that stayed up late and wore down their bodies like old shoes. But she was there, at the 
bus station, phone in hand. 


How long had it last been since you had seen her? \ea 


About 3 years. I think I still had a baby face then. She had been there for my birthday. But she recognized 


me, and went up to talk to me. Took all my composure to not break down there. But we talked. I eventually 
returned to her house and 


The dream ended there. Or not the dream, the idea. The daydream. I wasn’t high. I was retelling 
daydream that itself cL. a story. 
I missed my friend. ae lay my cat, she was about 17 or 18 by now. 


_ Stuffed animal I had gotten at a secret thing that still smelled like old scented candles, if I smelled it 
at just the right angle. 


There was a constant fixation In the last few months over her. I was gonna meet her at that bus stop, we’d go 
back. I’d be lying there on her legs, looking up at that ceiling covered in shitty manga printouts and unfunny 
jokes. And I’d ask, her not to kill me. I wasn’t afraid of her killing me. She may have resented me for the way 
I “abandoned” het, but she wouldn’t have killed me. I’d just keep repeating that and the scene where Asuka 
covered Shinji infscalding hot coffee while he yelled for her not to kill him would play in the back of my 
mind. I wasn’t a : aid of being killed. I was afraid of being forgotten. 


I didn’t want to be forgotten by her, or left in that part of her memory or not be able to know of her 
anymore. 


up no resistan 


And as I lay th re a scene would play in my mind of her pulling a cinderblock and crushing my skull as I put 
j But she wouldn’t, who keeps a cinder block in their room. And maybe we would make out 


in sweat covere F ¢lothes, saltwater on the wind from that stupid beach they built their town on pouring in. 
And I’d explain to her I never wanted to abandon her. There were ghosts in my dreams, waking nightmares 
I suppose. Old delusions and hallucinations that haunted me. But she wouldn’t understand but with the 
caring eyes of a mother she said she understood. There would be a tense silence for a moment as I went over 
to the house of the guy whose dad had a bootlegging app and I said goodbye. I would watch that film quietly 
with them and cheer when they would cheer and cry when they would cry at the conclusion of that series. 


And I'd go to bed in an unfamiliar house and wake up early so I could get home before monday and there 
she would be, a specter at the bus station. Offering a kiss and goodbyes as I got onto the greyhound, filled 
with all those elements of humanity we’d like to forget. Here was I, one of them, forgotten. There would 
scarce be an exchange of words betweefp her and I afterwards. There wouldn’t be a question of “what are 
we?” over text. Hurried exchanges and Hasty made commitments that would damn me as a pact with the 


devil made afterwards. The sort of thing that wound me up in that me 

back. That sort of comatose feeling, being broken. Your memories are slo 

back that time in your life. Being unable to recognize yourself in a mirror, slo 
wasn’t real. 


Oedipus had me in the grasp. Why couldn’t I stop returning, those caring eyes, the a 

done. Those months nearly comatose afterwards. Yet I returned in some part because I could 

not. There wasn’t a way to escape it. The bus ride home would be quiet, as I scrawled into a j 
Oedipus knew my fears, knew I was afraid of being forgotten by the nurturer. Cast out. 


I was gonna play out the same thing over and over. And I would imagine myself happy the whole time. 
I'd come out tired of course. 


I'd keep seeing things that weren’t there and hearing voices and convincing myself of nonsense in a haze. My 
face would be raw from a shitty shaving job and I’d write shitty novellas and my friends would have to bear 
with my crying. 


And on that dark, dirty greyhound bus, reflected in the fogged windows I’d see another foreign face. It 
would be my own of course, but I’d be unable to recognize it nonetheless. I’ve been forgotten again, by 
myself rather than her. She was just a tabula rosa, was she not? Project yourself unto an unwilling subject. 


You hate yourself more than you could ever know. 
rf 


/ 
Have you ever run your finger under an electrical socket, the sort that’s kind*of open on a light switch? 


“ 
\ 
WA 
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As the world moves into an age whergy@e |majjoyity of modern culture is SRafted by the 
internet and society moves onl ine gage did} the} CGVID-19 pandemic, it becomes Sxquestion 
as to how the internet has changgg”qver time}, To }jme, as aj child, the internet fANt like 
an expansive place where evening ouw’d wane to ffind is a click away. 
Now everything feels Oy 4S] awaly . 
jy 

Every site I used Ae owse /has/ efitner bedn pv¢rly censore@, commercialized, or ruined by 
demographic chagfg@] |1 ageg pf] gites} likq@ Twitter, it fleels as if all three of these 


things happene Pr¢t ch Pvery /4cham board Jworsened |to the point where I started 
browsing Reddit/ /Th¢nj, /Redd#t | chang¢d Jwifth| shit }|tier subyeddits on the rise and plages 
like r/suicide pnd y/Wat¢hPepplleDie getting |/deleted. I jus} wanted to tell people to kill 
themselves uniyonically pnd |nqw |I /fueking! cdn’ 


Even Instagram,/ a /site /with a premise] sp gimple|that it’s] impossible to fuck up, turned 
into this ovef]y/ gommerfifayiged cpnfused]megs. 


It feels as/if/ the /imntermet experienced @ major shift in 2016. Everything became much 
more centralipzgd grymg dedglifned in /fayor}|of]| Refdit boardg and Discords. News sites died 
in favor of/ Jwitt¢gr] Webzines jdied]/in}| favoy of Imstagram. Blogs died in favor of Twitter. 


Everything/ spreads /extremely fquickly] online row.| Whatever js original content gets spread 
on every pleatform,| degtyoying any; type] of] unfiquepness that jthe original platform could’ve 
had. No matter] what /sit¢ gr fapp you] goj on, you’}{ll1 see the Jsame Twitter screenshot or Tik 


Tok vided. / Ijt’/s /tiresome¢. 


I also j/cjte /2016 Jas} the yea OSE majdr gocijal media became more algorithm based or 
adopted/ gther /fgrms Jof, qddiactive glemenys. /Twiftter and Instagram replaced chronological 


feeds wi plporifthm—pbaged] ones]. fnapchat fel¢@ased streaks. YouTube changed to promote 
videos/ 10/ minuteg pr] l@nger{ All] these] changes to have |you spend more time on their 
platfgrms/ 


The 7046 glqctiion falgo /brpught]a Jlot] off politicization to} the internet. What used to be 
dismAssdd Jag BIW pullshit became /so]mudh df mpst social media sites to the point of it 
not /be¢ing]/ optra¢iged amd fdigmig¢gsed anymgre.} Thts brought sjmilar reactions from the right 
and/ th¢ game/ thing J/is} eghogd jon /th¢ir Jside, with less cehsored sites becoming hubs for 
th¢@m/ yath¢r | than pldceg for] a¢tua@l finteresping content. Every site is filled with 
recarded polfitical ftayking fpoijntg. 


This /pglgrizapign jalpng with! companies Jwanfing to cdadpstajize on the internet’s growing 
gemtyayigation falgo /led fto Jmasé c@gnsoying] either by communities or the moderators of 

ese Sites themselveg. Yverythijng needg tofbe sterilized enough for advertisers to bring 
the/sitd profit. 


96; or, A Regrettable Lapse in 
Judgement by the Editor 


The weary editor scans over the pages, "91, 92 - that's a duplicate, 92, 
93, 94, 95, no more 96." Perhaps "weary" isn't spelt that way he briefly 
ponders? But he's getting sidetracked here, that's present-editor that 
has to worry about spelling, we're talking about past-editor and his 
antics. Right, so this bloke, a damn straight bloke might | say, he sees 
this 95 (Is "sees" apostrophe? | can't see how it could be. Well of course 
you don't, perspective you understand) and starts thinking to himself 
"96....", there's a vague notion there - non-verbal thoughts on loop 
gradually syncing in repetitions to the beat of "Amateur Hour" by 
Sparks 


(I will tell-you_on this character's behalf that."Girl from Germany" is 
their best song, if you must be contrarian about the absurdist value of 
"This Town ain't big enough for both of us". It's about the exact girl 
from Germany that every young European lad has met at some point in 
his life, thinking to himself "Mein Gott, this here, this is the product of 
such a rich psychohistory as Germany has "But not psycho as in 
psychopath (The forebrain quickly shoots off to the hind before it gets 
any ideas)". Such confidence, such graceful seriousness... truly the 
thinking man's tomboy a German woman is..." 


Of course this young man (imaginary still) is in Berlin, real. kookoo 
town; the kind of place where you dress up in full leather with your 
mates, arrive.at the airport through the Law of Attraction (in hippy 
circles this refers to the process of meditating on your destination 
(ideally 30 minutes away) for 15 minutes, taking a vial of ket, and 
coming to at your destination without experiencing the boredom of 
walking) and pounce on unsuspecting American tourists/privates - 
saying in your smoothest German accent_"Wie geits! mein American 
friend, let me show you crazy European style, ja ja, "Know what | 
mean?" zegen in Engels? (approving nods from your friend in Jewish 
Orthodox robes) Hahaha, come on man, lets go!" (To date I have gotten 
3 privates dishonourably discharged for uncouth conduct)). 


As | was saying, this is all filler text written in that grey area between 
sleep and wakefulness - known as Brain Paralysis Bingo in the 
industry. That's page 96 for you, well, it contributes to that holistic 
notion of "96", this is actually going to be page 93 (that's N1n37y 7hr33 
for you mathematicians studying imaginary numbers). 


CLASSIFIEDS 


WANTED 


Surgeon with at least 
one year of experience 
to install five American 
Express Black cards in 
my fingers, bring your 
own card reader for 


payment. 


Anons wishing to place 
classified ads please do 
so by email or on the 


board (thanks again): 


Skilled lawyer to help me 
break Ted Kaczynski out 
of prison, and if you 
know Liam  Neeson's 


agent put me in touch. 


Code monkey wanted to 
make a_ cryptocurrency 
that | can "loose" all my 
money on, |'m_ not 


paying that alimony. 


3d modeller to help me 
construct a digital copy 
of Thomas Pynchon for 


upcoming Zoom date. 


Man with a remarkable 
capacity to state random 
numbers, preference 
given to amnesiacs with 


no formal education. 


This adspace charitably 
paid for by one SEEEE8 
a, With another small 
donation of $50 your 
name can be 
decensored! 


FOR SALE 


Ultrasound parametric 
speaker - I've had my 
fun zapping messages 
from "Satan" into the 
brains on churchgoers, 
hide tent not included. 

Large collection of 


paintings, have been 
holding onto them for 
about 80 years, all in 
great condition. Free - so 
long as you handle the 


lawsuits yourself. 


Casio F91-Ws for sale in 
bulk, $40/kg, if you're a 
math PhD | can show 
you how to use em 
properly. 
Osama in the phone- 
book. 


Look for 


Machine — that 
Rothkos, _ it's 


paints 
basically 
just two — articulated 
paintbrushes. Great 


profit potential, $20,000 


LOST 


You ;( 


My guide, he told me we 
were just going to rest in 
this basecamp for a day, 
but this 
disappeared, any help 


morning he 
from well-hiked locals 
would be much 


appreciated. 


A smidgen of anthrax, 
laced cocaine, do NOT 
try it yourself if found, 
you have to build up 


resistance. 


All of my clothes. This 


fetish has gone too far. 


Pet rat of incredible 


proportions, not man 
eating but very well 


travelled, hard to miss. 


That's just it, "lost". "Lost 
what" you ask? I'm not 
quite sure what you 


mean. 


Scale model of Mu and 
Lemuria with esoteric 
properties, | have the 
legal authority to dismiss 
any crimes you must 
undertake to get them 
back, 


retrieval. 


top dollar on 


Laputan machine, Flat- 


lander woman. Don't 


worry about those 


words, just checking. 


If | catch one more of 
you. punks _ huffing 
leaded gas out of my 
pickup I'm going to flip, 


you have been warned. 


PERSONALS 


| heard you sneaking 
those dogs into town in 
the dead of the night. 
Don't think | don't know 
REAL 


Chinatown is, | am going 


where the 


to find you. 


To the homeless man on 
Pell street: Sorry | didn't 
have my wallet on me 
that day, tell me your 
Ethereum address the 
next time we meet and 
I'll send you some cash, 
you have to pay the 


transaction fees though. 
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